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for the priesthoo ee my parents had pushed me inty 
Roman ee ee studying for the priesthood. My 
ae been spiritual, and so it didn’t seem 
like a bad fit - except I never really believed in the Church, 
I believed in a close and intimate God who calls all 
humanity into a personal experience, and there is a power 
to the holy sacraments and the holy orders that is tangible, 
When I'd take communion from my spiritual director, | 
ould really feel the presence of God. But there was 
something that seemed missing, and I didn’t have the 
words or the mental framework to describe it. 
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then on one fateful day, our professor announced that 
gest for that week would be a Hindu pandita, He was 
fellow, a Saivite, and a self-professed student of 
tantra. He didn’t seem especially “priestly”, and during his 
walk, ne shared with us some rather compelling views on the 
failure of the Abrahamic theologies, and none of us (not 
even the teacher) could really argue with him. His 
explanation of dharma, karma, and samsara was teally 
skillful, and the way he described his connection to the 
Supreme Being was genuinely moving. But what really 
attracted me were his stories of modern day Indian saints, 
who were so empowered that they were still capable of 
working the kinds of miracles that have entirely 
disappeared in the Christian tradition. These miracles, he 
explained, came from the science of bhakti (devotional) 


And 
the 8 


a jolly 


yoga. 


When he finished class, I found myself in quandary. He 
clearly wasn’t Catholic, but so much of what he'd said really 
hit home. I wanted to know more, and was afraid that if I 
didn’t seize this chance, it might not appear again. So 1 
asked if I could buy him dinner as thanks for the talk, and 
he graciously accepted. We agreed to meet the next evening 
at a local restaurant, and before he left the seminary 
dassroom I found myself already compiling a list of 
questions to ask him over dinner. 


Now the pandita was not a great saint by any means, and 
after Meeting him for dinner, and later for coffee a few 
times, I realized that he just didn’t have the answers I 
needed. He really tried to help me, to be fair, yet while he’d 
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clearly seen some amazing things, he wasn't a , 
advanced tantric himself. On the bright side, though, oe 
have contacts back in India, and he promised that if | iy 
genuinely interested in meeting some of the modern a 
saints (sadhus), he could arrange for me to Stay with People 
who would introduce me to the types of guru that (he said) 
could answer my questions. 


He did give one admonition which I won’t forget: he said 
Don’t trust those so-called American Vaisnavas, those funny 
fellows who dress like Indians and shout and dance in public, 
They'll take your money and your sex-life and your career, and 
they'll make you give it all up, and they'll tell you it's for God 
But that’s not Vedic, and I know the Vedas well. That's not part 
of the Vedas or the Sashtras, and we don’t allow that kind of 
nonsense in India. No real teacher will ever make you do that, so 
if you see those people, just avoid them. They're demons 
pretending to be saints, and no one needs lessons from a demon. 
Even your Satan can pretend to be an angel, and these people are 


pretending to be angels. So stay from those bad people, and go to 
India. Go io India, and you'll find the teacher you need. 


And I did. He said it with such sincerity and fervor that I 
went back to the seminary, telephoned my Parents to ask 
for a loan, and arranged for a summer absence from my 
classes. Several weeks later, I was in Mumbai and 
beginning, a journey that would lead me to a little place 
called Vrindavan. 


India was a mind-blowing experience, or at least a mind- 
expanding experience. If you've never been there, it's re, 
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jmpossible to describe. Television and movies can show 
ou the scenery, but India isn’t just a visual experience. 
{ndia is something that you taste, you feel, you inhale. 
walking through streets where people have walked before 
you for three or four thousand years — wow! There’s nothing 
ike it. It’s absolute chaos, but there’s a strange order to the 
chaos, or atleast a rhythm if not an order. Very quickly, you 
have to make a choice: are you a tourist or a traveler? A 
tourist is there just briefly, and makes no attempt to shed 
their foreign character. They're just passing through, 
snapping pictures and enjoying whatever Bollywood 
vacation package that they paid for. But the traveler enters 
India on its terms, and allows themselves to be absorbed 
into the amazing cultural matrix. 


Now I was lucky: when I arrived in Vrindavan, an elderly 
friend of the pandita was expecting me and met me at the 
bus station. His name was Ramkrsna das, and he was a very 
friendly and hospitable person. He knew I was a student of 
religion, and so he treated me with a gentle (if humorous) 
respect that I certainly didn’t feel worthy of at all. Although 
I tried to insist that I stay in a local guest house that the 
pandita recommended, Ramkrsna das insisted that I stay 
with his family. Not wanting to be a burden I tried to refuse, 
but hospitality is a very Indian virtue, and you can’t refuse 
hospitality in Vrindavan. He was so delighted to have an 
American guest that he arranged for a yajna to be 
performed together with the sacrifice of a sheep, and at the 
time I did not realize how expensive that must have been to 
arrange. So from the beginning he was my host, and we 
Soon became friends. 
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Now you can probably guess from the name: Ramkrsna i 
wasn’t Saivite at all, he was a Gaudiya Vaisnaya, a 
family, like the pandita’s, was originally from the north, a 
he informed me that the pandita actually came forte 
Vaisnava family, but he’d fallen in with some tantric Suny 
and become a worshipper of Lord Shiva. That happens aj 
the time, of course - people worship whomever their guru 
worships, and 1 soon discovered that in many ways, the 
guru is the god (as the saying goes). And I heard many 
other stories about the pandita, which confirmed my 
suspicions that he was notat all a very religion man, but my 
time in seminary had certainly shown me that there are 
many Catholic priests who are hardly religious either, so 
this was hardly a shock. Ramkrsna das had asmall home 
in the area of Govardhana hill, which was not a bad 
neighborhood in comparison. His wife, Radha devi dasi 
was a very handsome lady, and was a retired English 
teacher. Ramkrsna das had three children about my age 
and all three had left home to begin their own families. I 
suppose having me there was a nice thing for them, as it 
occupied some days when otherwise the house might have 
been very empty. I remember that they had a very nice 
fireplace with some family photos - mostly smiling young 
adults (their kids), some older black-and-white photos of 
parents, and one recent photo (I guessed an uncle) who 


looked a little bit like a weathered version of Amitabh 
Bachchan. 


Now it was early June when I arrived in Vrindavan, and 
Ramkrsna das spent most of the month taking me to see 
different teachers and gurus all over the region. He was — 
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retired and had a car, so we were 


able to drive 
distance when need be. Ramkrsna das didn’t know a lot az 
oto 


the gurus directly, but he knew people who knew oth 
er 


people who knew the gurus. Not every trip was pleasant ~ 
sometimes we drove an entire day, only to find the guru 
asleep or in Samadhi, and the trip was wasted. The ae 
around Vrindavan were much better, because the Vaisnavas 
there take hospitality so seriously that you were more likely 
to find helpful devotees who genuinely wanted to get you 
to meet the guru, and so I have better memories of those 
trips. 


Let me confess: I have always had a serious weakness for 

religious architecture. Whether it’s a temple or a church or 

amosque, there is something truly profound about the way 

that a physical structure can affect the psyche. This is why, 

for example, Hinduism uses yantras and Buddhism has 
mandalas and Christianity has ikons - we try to make 
concrete the sacred — and so sacred buildings are really just 
a three-dimension effort to expand that initial sacred design 
which is originally just a two-dimension image. 


So you can imagine how Vrindavan affected me. When you 
enter the Krsna-Balarama temple and feel the bhakti, or 
when you see the shaligram at Sri Radha Raman Mandir, it 
is hard not to begin weeping. My favorite temple in 
Vrindavan is and always will be Govindaji Temple, which 
was so beautifully made by the finest architects in the 16" 
century. You can see the red stone which the local devotees 
claim is from Acra, though Ramkrsna das tells me it’s really 
from southern India, [really don’t know the truth. My other 
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favorite site is Rangaji Temple. It’s not the bigg, 
richest temple, but it has a beautiful murti of | ES OF the 
reclining on the Sesha Naga. Ramkrsna das ee Vis 

these places, of course, and somewhere in between 
to the various holy places, I really fell in love wi 
with Vrindavan, and with this new aspect of th 


Person that I was beginning to discover. 


oe ba 
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© Diving 


Whatever his level of religiosity, the pandita hadn’t been 
wrong about one thing: some of the different gurus really 
were amazing. One particular fellow struck me a5 
especially odd for a spiritual leader. Ramkrsna das only 
referred to him as “Babaji”, a sadhu or solitary hermit. He 
was a lean and hard man, deeply tanned and scraggly- 
bearded, and almost entirely naked except for what 
appeared to be a rag tied around his privates, and he was 
smeared with white paste. His eyes were dark and glinted 
brightly from his otherwise snowy face. When we arrived 
at his ashram, located on a river bank, he seemed entirely 
oblivious to his guests, but sat speaking with several other 
young devotees that seemed to emulate him in dress and 
| appearance. Many of the other guests were Hindu, and 
they were really making a great show of obedience and 
humility to this strange mystic, who ignored them entirely. 
When he saw me, however, his eyes lit up and he stopped 
his talk momentarily. He pointed at me with a long, bony 
finger, and said something in Hindi that I cou 
understand at all. Then he laughed and laug s 
students laughed too. Ramkrsna das smiled broadly and 
told me to greet the old sadhu, and so ] bowed with folded — 
palms. The sadhu seemed to approve, and motioned for me 
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to approach. The ctowd of visitors p 


arted to let me th 
and | hesitantly approached the naked holy m 


definitely not something Seminary had Prep; 
But the sadhu took my right hand, 
drew me to sit on the ground. He r 
my face as if 


rough, 
an. This was 
ared me for! 
gently but firmly, and 
: made a show of studying 
eing deeply, and then put his right hand on 
my head (I cringed). He closed his eyes and intoned a 
phrase three times, and then nodded to Ramkrsna das, My 
friend thanked the sadhu, and I knew just enough Hindi to 


say shukriya! Bahut shukriya, Maharaja (thank you so much, 
your holines 


Once we were back in the car, asked Ramkrsna das what 
had just happened. He congratulated me on what (he said) 
was a good visit. The old sadhu did not teceive many 
foreigners, and when he saw me, he had declared: Look, a 
demon (asura) comes! But I can help him, yes, I will help him. 
Then the sadhu had blessed me (Ramkrsna das seemed to 
struggle with finding the right word), and removed some 
bad karmas from my path. As a Catholic student I should 
have been horrified, but I found myself deeply grateful to 
the kind old hermit. 


Not all visits went as well. Many gurus are frauds, and 
there are a lot of people who put on the robes of monks and 
Tenunciates (sannyasis) for the wrong reasons. Ramkrsna 
das took me to several of the ISKCON temples, but he never 
Stayed long and he kept me away from the saffron-clad 

ericans who were also travelers there. There was one 
Yery popular American sannyasi who was lecturing one 
Sunday when we were visiting Krsna-Balarama temple, and 
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were very dangerous for the devotees. His ace 
York for sure — I’m from Boston and I knew 


Sire (kam | 
nt was Ney 
: . the differen, 
to hear it. The American was tall and we! 3 
remember that he wore a very nice watch and he hag anice 
tan and expensive sun glasses. So I asked Ramkrsna das 
we could sit with the guru, but he refused to go near him a 
all. This seemed perplexing since I would have guessed 
he’d want me to meet American followers of the dharma, 
but he’d shake his head and stop smiling when I asked 
about this. So I asked him what the problem was with us 
sitting with the American sannyasis. He looked thoughtful 
and said: “do you remember Babaji?” 


Isaid yes, of course. 


He said: “Babaji is a real sannyasi. He really has renounced 
everything, and now he lives on simple charity, tended to 


I-groomed, and | 


by a few poor students and some guests who bring gifts" 
hopes of his blessing. But this fellow (and he gestured at 
the American), he comes from some rich family in the US, 
he has a bank account and he arrived in a nice car. His 
students are wealthy. What has this man given up? I don’t 
think he is a real renunciate, and if he were not arich tourist, 
you know, he’d be run out of Vrindavan for this kind of 
vow-cheating.”’ He paused. “Besides, he’s telling people 


* And later, we were told that in a previous i 
American guru had been caught ~ while 


Prostitute, but he was released by the authorities t 
scandal that would hurt tourism. 
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Mo stop having sex. Does he not know 
Guira? It’s sashtra for householders! Jai K 
these fake monks can be.” 


about the Kama 
rsna, how stupid 


G0 this gave me a certain wariness of Americans trying to 
Me" Hindu, though I learned later that dharma teally has 
nothing to do with race, and that the hearts of those 
Americans were in the right place, just not in the right 
| teacher. 


The summer stretched into autumn, and I decided I should 
try to move out, so as to not tire out my welcome. But 
Ramkrsna das refused entirely to let me go, and_swore that 
we would find my guru (as he would say) and not stop 
} trying until the guru appeared. Then one morning, he 

" spoke to me at breakfast, in a very serious tone. He said, 
“Son, you have been here now for several months, and I 
have tried to take you to all the gurus in the region — is it not 
so?” I acknowledged that it was certainly so. “Well then”, 
he said slowly, “I think it may be time to take you to my 
} gurudev.” 


What? This was new. Ramkrsna das was clearly a devout 
worshipper of Lord Visnu, but he’d never spoken about his 
own mentor. I was confused, and asked why we hadn't 
started with his own guru. He understood my confusion at 
once. “My gurudev has been travelling,” he explained. “He 
just returned this week from Bengal, and he does not like to 
have many visitors, Besides,” he added smiling slyly, “it 
Would not be fair to the other gurus if you met my teacher 
_ first. He would have made the rest of them look bad.” 
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Well, this was interesting. I confess, I hadn’t been 
exactly how devout Ramkrsna’s family was. On the bs 
ae smoked sometimes and chewed betel, and we > 
meat once or twice a week — it is expensive to get, ang i: 
family lived with moderate austerity. They had alcoho} s 
the house, though I don’t remember him ever drinking it 
while I stayed with them. So the idea of him having a gury 
was intriguing, especially because after being there for 
several months, I was hearing about him for the first time, 
Obviously, I asked to know more. So Ramkrsna das went | 
to the mantle and got the photo of the uncle who looked like ae 
Amitabh Bachchan. a 


“This,” he said proudly, “this is my gurudev, Sri | inst 
Sankarsana das Thakur.” He looked as though I should 
have recognized the name. When I continued to stare |‘h 
expectantly, he continued: “Sri Sankarsana is one of the few |i 


living disciples of Sri Lalita Prasad Thakur, the son of 
Bhaktivinoda Thakur.” 


‘i 
: h 
Well, there was a name I did know from my textbooks. {jj 
Bhaktivinoda Thakur was the great magistrate and scholat & 
who had really revived the Vaisnava cause, and helped to Fe 
bring the movement back into the prominence from which t 
ithad arguably fallen far in the Muslim period. 
| 


“But wait’, I asked, “didn’t Bhativinoda Thakur hav. 
‘one son, Bimala Prasad Datta, and he founded the 
movement that is so controversial?” : 
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LNo, Ramkrsna shook his head emphatically, “Old 
phaktivinoda had two sons. Black sheep and white sheep. 
you Catholics say Cain and Abel, wellit’s like that. He gave 
initiation to one son, Sri Lalita Prasad, but the other son, 
pimala Prasad Datta, he was a bad rascal and started fights 
with other spiritual masters. He even attacked his father’s 

ru, if you can imagine such an outrage. Anyway, they're 
both dead now, the two brothers. The bad son, he went 
against his father’s wishes and introduced some very bad 
ideas into the Vaisnava movement. He wanted to make all 
the people sannyasi, but they didn’t want that. So he 
redefined the householders to be like the sannyasi in almost 
every Way, and then he gave the sannyasi the benefits of the 
householders.” 


“Is that why you don’t speak to the American gurujis?” I 
asked. 


DDE EIT AES AS 


“Yes exactly,” he acknowledged, “Because they really have 
nothing in common with the old Vaisnava system that we 
_| still have here. Son, if you want to know more, you should 
really meet my guru. Sri Sankarsana studied with Sri Lalita 
Prasad Thakura, and he lives not too far from here, just 
outside Vrindavan.” 


| Curious to meet this figure, I insistently asked when we 

could go to visit him. He agreed to take me to see the 
mysterious Sankarsana das in the morning, and I spent a 
Telatively sleepless night tossing and turning, imagining 
what kind of guru Ramkrsna would think would make 


other gurus look bad. 
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In the morning we rose early, had breakfast, and headeg 

out, The drive was more than an hour, of course, jt a 

really closer to two hours altogether, and the toad took Us 

well outside of Vrindavan. I didn’t recognize the particuia, 
route or any of the landmarks, and asked once or twice ig 
we were lost. Ramkrsna just laughed and said, maybe we are, 
but if Sankarsana wants you to come, no force on earth will keen 
you from going! It was the typical kind of thing that Indiang 
will say of their gurus, but I had never heard Ramkrsna 
express that kind of sentiment, and so it just fed my 
curiosity, making me want more and more to meet this 
particular old hermit. 


Eventually our paved road became a little dirt road, often 
muddy and riddled with potholes, and it was hard forthe | 
car to get through. But the guru must have wanted us to | 
come, because somehow the car kept moving and we didn’t 
lose a tire. Finally we ended up at our destination: a little | 
house, weathered and in need of a paint job. A few young |i 
men and women were in the yard outside tending to some _| ten 
goats and chickens — there were two girls (both British, I |&! 
learned later) and three boys from Bengal. Ramkrsna das_ | 

parked the car, and as he fumed off the engine, I saw the bs 
door of the house open and familar Figure stepped into 
the sunlight, squinting in our direction. Iwas surprised — | 
knew to expect from the photo of the distinguisheq ockn y 
guru, but I had somehow expected him to be more ~ iS 
mendicant. All the sannyasis I had met wore robes ance 
shaved heads, where this fellow had very nice silver hai. \ 
and was dressed like any retired Bombay gentleman aoe it 
was dressed to receive friends or visit a coffee house, oe 
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Ha something in Hindi, and Ramkrsna day shouted 
mething back. My host moved quickly to embrace his 
, and the older men embraced very warmly. I was 
ised, since most gurus seemed to expect prostrations 
pranams, where Ramkrsna das had embraced him like a 
prother or close friend. It was touching to see, and when 
they parted 1 could see Ramkrsna’s eyes were wet with 
fears. This was a reaction he’d never had in visiting other 
s, even the few he knew personally and spoke well of. 
"Ramkrsna took me by the arm and pulled me forward, so I 
qwas face to face with our host. “Maharaj,” he said, “this is 
my American friend who has come all the way to see you. 
Hie has seen many bad gurus and a few good gurus, but 
maybe no real gurus, so I brought him to you.” Then he 
turned to me and said, “This is my beloved guru-ji, 
Gankarsana das Goswami.” 


Gankarsana das reached out his hand to shake mine, and 
when I took his hand, his grip felt like iron. The aged 
sannyasi looked me in the eyes for a moment, and I noticed 
thathe had very dark eyes which seemed to swallow all the 
light that shone around us — it was unnerving! He didn’t 
“say anything for what felt like a minute or two, and then 
suddenly he smiled. Then he spoke slowly in a deep voice, 
"in good English, and said: Look, a demon comes. But I can 
ang) Help him, Yes, Iwill help him. 


For the first time since I’d arrived in India, I felt something 
shiftin my chest. There was a rushing sound in my ears, 
and my vision blurred. His grip tightened on my hand, and 
_ he kept me from falling. For a moment, it was not the old 
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guru standing before me, but rather that naked sadhy oe 
the riverbank. What was happening to me? Then 1 felt 
Ramkrsna das put his arms around me and help me 
towards the doorway of the little house, and the two men 
speaking in Hindi in low voices. The world wags just 
spinning, and everything in front of my eyes was very dark 
Then someone was putting a glass into my hands ang 
saying “here, drink, drink”. I tasted cool milk, and the 
spinning began to subside. When I came to, I was sitting on 


a low bench in a small dim salon - clean if poor — and the 
two older men were looking at me with concem. Are yoy 
feeling better? asked Ramkrsna das kindly. I assured them 
that I was, and | must have gotten too much sun. When! 
said that, Sankarsana laughed (not unkindly) and I noticed 
that the room was not so much dim as it just could not seem 
to hold any light around him. It was really unnerving - I'd 
seen nothing like it since I arrived. Then before I could 
speak, Ramkrsna das rose to his feet, and began to head for 
the door. 


“Where are you going?” I cried. 


Sslarsana 


“Qh, I brought you where you’te supposed to be” he ; 
assured me, “I'll be back ina few days, and you can decide ‘lesan 
then if you are staying or going.” ey the 


gankarsana das said nothing, watching me carefully. Part gy ‘han 
me wanted to get out of that dark little salon and get pao 
in the car, but another part of me somehow knew ~ KNEW 
_ that this man was why Vd come to India. This man Was 


3 [bid Ramkrsna das goodbye, at least fora few days. And 


“when he returned a week later, he was not surprised at all 
“when 1 told him I'd be staying and studying with 
“Gankarsana das Goswami. During that first week, I learned 
"more about myself, my karmas, my dharma, and the world 
in general, than I had learned in several years at seminary. 
“More importantly, in that first week, Sankarsana showed 
“me real miracles. Some of them were states of mind, but 
others were the real thing - I mean miracles like you read 
about in the Bible or the Vedas. So I became his disciple, 
"and he became my guru. It was the best decision of my life, 
and I have never looked back. For nearly thirty years, Sri 
"Sankarsana served as my mentor, my father, and my best 
friend. During that time | travelled with him throughout 
India, though most of the time we were always near 
"Vrindavan. 


Sti Sankarsana das Goswami taught me the sashtra. I don’t 
Mean the Vedic literatures alone, but the Vedas themselves. 
Sti Sankarsana helped to explain the sashtra - not merely 
Tepeating the conventional fables that so many modern 
 Burus have invented, but he really helped me to understand 
how the Dharma had changed over the past thousand years. 

: Much of what he taught would have horrified the modern, 
Puritanical Indians - and it did horrify a lot of the 
‘iemational “gurus” who tried to argue with him — but his 
Owledge of sashtra and the commentaries was 
“*cyclopedic. He helped me to see the Indian religions not 
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just in the current post-Muslim form, but 
original form from before the Mughal period, 
Vedas come alive. Most importantly, he tau 
and he taught me to love Krsna. 


also j, 
é 
He mage at 


the |i 
ight me Krsna, fd 


In 2013 my gurudev disappeared, leaving behing a Tagged 
collection of disciples. At first, we didn’t know what to a 
Our guru had only just given us permission to begin Sharing 
his teachings — before he had refused, because he was such 
a private man. But when he disappeared, what next? Oye. 
the last two years, my godbrothers and godsisters have 
worked to recall and to recite his most important lessons, 
We have forgotten too much already, but the most 
important talks we have written here, in hopes that it may 


be of help to other young Vaisnavas all over the world, 


This book might offend you. In fact, if you're a Vaisnava 
from any of the international preaching missions, it will 
definitely offend you. Please accept my apologies for that 
in advance. But the purpose of this book is not merely to 
offend you, but rather to tear the bandage off your eyes. 
Sankarsana would say sometimes: You have been lied to, cn 
and you are lying to yourself. He wasn’t wrong. Most ‘ey Wa 
modern spiritual leaders are frauds — and with increased , “JOU 
media and internet, we're aware of their many, many 
failings. So if you worship your guru, and your guru is a 
fraud, this book will offend you. But sometimes offence is 
good. We are too sanitized, too protected, too afraid to 4 
ruffle feathers. Sankarsana used to say: see Krsna, what a 
little rascal! What does he do? He steals food. He kills hig 
uncle Kamsa. He fucks pretty girls. He even fucks the pretty 


PURUSHAMEDHA 


married girls — eh, Radha? Is Krsna worried about 
 gonding you? No, so I won't be afraid to offend you either! 
Krsna is 4 fiend. And we need to be fiends, just like him. 
When he would say this to American sannyasis who came 
Ho visit, some of them would get violent. Most of them 
would sputter references to Lord Caitanya, but Sankarsana 
would say: Caitanya was quite a trickster, like Lord 
Buddha! What, you don’t quote Lord Buddha, eh? Well 
then don’t quote Caitanya to me — quote Vedas instead, 
since we agree on the Vedas. And of course, no sannyasis 
today even know a verse of the Vedas, whereas Sankarsana 
had memorized most of them and could quote them at 
Jength. So those arguments usually ended the same way — 
some offended sannyasi leaving in a huff. But sometimes, 
tarely but sometimes, someone else would feel the room 
spinning, and see the light draining out of the room. Then 
Sankarsana das would get another disciple, and if they 
didn’t always stay as long as me, they took some of his 
transcendental energy away with them when they went. 


My prayer for you, as you read this book, is that you'll be 
"offended, I want you to be shocked, and to get angry. 
Because if you’re being complacent in your devotion to 
Krsna, then you have no passion, and no love of Krsna. If 
You worship your guru, then you don’t really worship 
Kisna. My guru always said Don’t worship me! I’m just a 
"shadow. You can't worship me and Krsna. So love me, but 
| Porship Krsna, And I tell you the same thing: love Krsna. 
That's all that matters. Krsna is really a sociopathic 
Tonster, but he loves you. And he will do things to you — 
horrible things — because he loves you. Krsna is the abusive 
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ealous boyfriend or girlfriend that you can’t = } 
He has your email passwords and your phone Contacts e, iy 
¢ 


TRE of H { 


These words might offend you, but once you really start jy / 
Love Krsna, you will see that it’s true. So please, read this i 
book. Read the words of my guru, Sri Sankarsana das i 

Goswami. If you're feeling a little bit uncomfortable, fm / 
sorry. It’s going to get worse. Because Krsna isn’t a / 
comfortable god. Far from it. But this is my promise to you; 

if you stick with me on this journey —if you read every word $ 
~ you will never see Krsna the same. Sankarsana das will § 
open your eyes, your ears, and other senses you didn’t even j 
know you had. b 


(You don’t need eyes to see where we're going, he'd say). 


For any errors in spelling or typing, forgive me. My guru 
deserves better than me as an editor. But I will do my best 
to write, and if you do your best to read, I think we'll get 
there. In the end, it’s not the journey that matters. It’s Krsna 


that matters, and if we're sincere about reaching him, then 
we'll get there no matter what. : 


Ready? Good. Hang on tight — this is going to be a rocky 
tide. 


= Rudra das Goswami. 
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[have been a disciple of His Holiness Rudra da: 
for over ten years now and for each and every 
and every one yet to come in this life and the next I thank 
Sri Guru for leading me out of the ocean of base material 
bondage and beyond the normal human confines of good 
and evil - both of which can only be realized through 
genuine transcendence - and for placing me on the iron-clad 
frigate of Krsna Consciousness through which all living 
entities can experience true rapture and untold bliss 
through the chanting of the following mantra: 


sa Goswami 
One of them 


Hare Krsna Hare Krsna 
Krsna Krsna Hare Hare 
Hare Rama Hare Rama 
Rama Rama Hare Hare 


My name is Kumbhakarna dasa, which is a name that 
doesn’t necessarily ingratiate me with most devotees in 
North India - except for a few small provincial villages 
where the import matches the sampradaya orientation 
(increasingly rare however - even the Tantrics are 
Sometimes, actually most of the times appalled, but that 
Tasa we can enjoy - hal). 


As such, when in Vrindavan and the surrounding regions 
n Uttar Pradesh, when in Bengal and also out and about 
Where people would take particularly negativenotice we g0 
Y our English name - Keith - or in communities a see 
Rot of my specific matha, Karna, which is peas 
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questionable - but not nearly to the same degree 


My name is not indicative of an ordinary Vaisnava (andy 
a caveat there is no such thing as an “ordinary” V; isae i, 
for everyone Vaisnava is extraordinary) and if you ee i o 
meet me (and many of you have) you would 
immediately think of me in the context of an archetyal ie 
“Hare Krsna”, bell-tinkling and flower-selling someone oe i 
other on the side of a random metropolitan street (though| t 
do that on occasion - and everyone buys a flower, when 


i 
pressed). ie 
1 


The body I possess is very large, Krsna’s “little” gift to an 
otherwise putrid existence (and irony here, because any 
existence whether in heaven or hell if serving Krsna is | 


telishable) and with an ample profusion of reddish hair 
both on face and head. 


When I first encountered Maharaja I was engaged in semi- 
professional power-lifting meets and it was outside of a 
rather grimy establishment in south Boston (“Southie” to 
you lesser Yankees) where I first encountered him anda |. 
handful of his disciples. After hours of preparation in the 
squalid gym followed by fifteen minutes of being slapped 
in the face and screamed at by sweating fat men and a few 
Passable native broads and multiple inhalations of (insert 
power-lifting enhancing inhalant of choice) Thad | 
Previous bench - raw category - with the gutt 
death metal blaring from the ailing PA system 
owners has “rented” for the occasion. 
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one [hadn't won the meet - and barely qualified for the 

coming event - | was happier than the figurative pig in 
ty Bios pesting my then personal best, The Miller flowed 
Ag with about the ninth or tenth can in less than an hour I 
s the service doors in a particularly hale and hearty 
mood - 4 somewhat crumpled can of suds cupped in one 
hand and a pile of stinking wraps, straps and other sundry 
accessories contained within a freebie gym bag in the other. 


The disqualified had already left, in something of a huff, 
and the gym owner and his personal friends, some of those 
newly minted (all of which included those who had 
penched, squatted and dead-lifted poundage decidedly 
higher than me) were still in the gym and probably would 
be until two or three o'clock in the morning, if previous 
records for post-meet partying set a general rule for 
precedence. 


Thad an early shift scheduled for the next morning - dock 
security as the case may be (I am now, with Krsna’‘s 
blessings, employed in private force protection here and 
abroad) - so I had decided to cut-out early. Plus that, the 
usual shenanigans that were happening on the other side of 
the gym doors were those that I had experienced to a 


_ Surplus degree - to wit, 1 had had my fill. No great 
_ &xistential crisis of any sort, but the culture - which I very 


Tuch enjoyed - had its limits. Double-plus that, a good 
Tight’s sleep was the veritable salve to the soul of muscle - 


and was already a few sheets clear of sobriety, all the better 


that my apartment was within walking distance. 
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With nothing but the clean feel of a qualifying Pushpy 
driven victory behind me and the not-so-clear elation g 
gut full of suds - all the more fluid for the creating of 
transmit I thought to myself, in predictably dry 
reasoning, | exited the gym and turned the comer onto ty 
several-block walk only to be met with a more thay 
somewhat strange sight, for me, which careened into a very 
strange experience of which I have never extricated myself 
(and Krsna willing, never will). 


At first] thought that had suddenly runinto animprompt | 
gathering of puny neo-nazi skinheads - for most of them 
were puny in the comparative sense that they didn’t seem 
to be dosed with (insert weekend-warrior illegal anabolic 
supplement of choice) and by the fact that we, as such, 
towered over them to a ridiculous degree in the physical 
sense. 


The second thing that struck me as odd was that, while | 
wearing street clothes passably salient to the era and to the 
weather (the second especially important in Boston) 
everything seemed completely disjointed. Their attite 
reminded me of how the wizards appeared sometimes it 
the “Harry Potter” book series - how th ea 
clothes only in cases of attempted co 
barely passing normative standard 
wearing the flowing robes of “their 
similarity in fact was, as it turned out 
Money). More than a few pairs of n 
few shirts that barely qualified for 
appearing as if they had randomly 
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jscount bir at the local thrift store so as not to have to 
sco 

, pene street naked, only strengthened the 
omparative notion in my mind. 

rae 


As they turned their attention on me, most of them smiling 
in that particular fashion which is known to some in 
modem Vaisnava parlance as being “blissed out”, one other 
wearing a slight beard and looking definitely sly, a young 
gylph of a girl ran out from amidst their number and 
promptly jumped directly toward me, curling her legs 
around my midsection and arms around my chest before 
planting a big sloppy kiss right on the side of my unshaven 


cheek. 


Due to the fact that both hands were occupied (the Miller 
can slightly more crumpled and now damn near empty) 
and the fact that the girl, who couldn’thave been more than 
twelve or thirteen, looked every inch like a young Brooke 
Shields - except that she was dressed in a strange ensemble 
of silken headdress, and flowing garments (what I learned 
later was that northern Indian garment known as a “Punjabi 
suit”) and had a strange yellowish marking going from the 
middle of her nose up toward the top of her head - left me 
ina somewhat flustered state. 


Ifthe girl had flung herself at one of the other assembled 
devotees with that degree of velocity they would have 
*ssuredly fallen over but, luckily for her, she was able to 
cling to my frame briefly for her brief ministrations before 
She slid off and winked once before running off, Iaughing. 
Amply surprised and somewhat embarrassed I drank the 
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last dregs from my can before tossing it aside 

man with the beard shouted POopibh avai | 
undisguised sense of delight to which his stage a 
compatriots laughed heartily, the gir] giggled anda : 
turned a deeper shade of red, having no clue then ad 
import of the “insider” joke. fe 


After the fact, introductions were made all around ang 
despite all, my curiosity overcame my need for a somewhat 
early start for work the next morning (1 had the 
overwhelming urge to call in sick after the fact but di 
as the fresh cold wind off the water and the inevitable lulls 
in the security detail there at the docks allowed me amp 
time to consider and reflect on the night before and to read 
some of the literature that the devotees had left with me 
before our parting). 


We made our way a few blocks further in the direction of 
my apartment before stopping at an Irish pub which asthe 
time was not yet eleven was just getting started, so we were 
able to procure a large circular comer booth. Several of the 
men didn’t imbibe, a fact to which barkeep W25_ 
decidedly nonplussed as he served them ¢ and 
there were no ladies present other 

like Miss Shields, who was serve’ a 
house, much to the amusement of 
beard. 
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d 
mi snr 
» darasited i P 
ge occasions however - in distinction to my usual 
s routine (which was to wake as I damned well 
‘ a and challenge to the brahmacari who attempted to 
a enthusiastic about waking me, godbrother or no - he 
‘ fo regret it) I always seemed to rouse, pleasurably in 
fact, right around the time that mangala-arati would be 
getting started - in those magic pre-dawn hours when the 


saras played and the beaming face of Brahma shone 


ted Sanskrit mantras executed by RDG and the 
brahmins and the tinkling of the offering bells 
Jeasantly uneasy dreams. 


ly chan 


a] 
Eien upon the earthlings with all due benevolence (or so I 


a 

x 

was told). 
i 

i The factor was the meat. 
i 


| After the Kali-puja RDG and his immediate attendants 
# would retire and the remains of the sacrificed animals 
» would be transferred to a few brahmacaris who would 
| dress the meat and after due preparation lay it out on the 
| big smoker which they had made just for such occasions out 
ofan old farmhouse water reservoir that they had picked up 
atthe scrapyard in town for a song. Right around four in the 
Moming - after several hours of low and slow - the smell of 
Eat meat would start wafting through the screen window 
Which was always kept open in my room, with a small box 
0 tigged for intake (as a large man and also a one- 
a dred-and-ten percent Bostonian in this life, the window 
_*S Open and fan going whatever the weather during my 
ete Sin oithe south) and a smile would begin to 


35 


PURUSHAMEDHA 


involuntarily cross my face and wakin, 


‘ a 8 Soon the 
Once awake - laziness not being a culti ; 


are vated trait 4 
premeditation of a more opulent breakfast Prasadg fh 
hg 


usual after managala-arati - I would adorn myself with 
with all the appropriate mantras, don a dhotj (my spi 
master insisted I wear white rather than the saffron, “a 
brahmacaris, not trusting my abilities at celibacy) ang ead 
into the trailer that served as the temple room and take 
good on the morning program with as much zeal a5 the 
more zealous early risers among our number. 


Needless to say, this marked disparity in my attendane 
record at the morning program was quickly noticed among 
the community of my godbrothers and godsisters and not 
surprisingly began to become an inside joke (which I was 
woefully unaware of most of the time) which filtered its way 
up to His Holiness Rudra dasa Goswami. 


The culmination of all this came one early dark Spring ’ vita’ 
morning after a Kali-puja during one of RDG’s visits. 


Predictably and true to form I began to wake with a smile bain 
my eyes still closed for a few moments as I relished the be 
upcoming “pastimes” (working up a sweat during kirtan A 
but more importantly to my mind, that succulent slow- hae 
roasted pork for which I would be the first in line), Wg 


Before my eyes opened naturally 1 heard a damn near ah 


inhuman scream from less than two feet from my face and ey 
then words booming with a theatrical bass inflection: 
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osrother, O Greatest among the Rakshashas!” 
wpise 


next was more embarrassing than some of 
dents I have relayed but for you, the reader, 
7 amusement at my expense. 


What pappened 
e previous inci 


{will indulge you 


Around four of the brahmacaris pinioned me down (with 
no small difficulty mind you - despite the shock of being 
wakened suddenly and not possessed of my full faculties 
after less than my usual mandatory ten hours in the sack) 
while another attempted to pour the nectar from the bathing 
of the deities (a combination of tirtha water, ghee, yogurt 
and other assorted ingredients) into my mouth. 


The person doing the pouring with the lota was first to get 
it. Enraged, I slammed out with as much force was possible 
ina prone position and swept his feet out from under him. 
The lota, still half-full of nectar, flew across the room and 
bonked with a less than resounding thud against the faux 
wood-paneled wall. 


The two brahmacaris attempting to restrain my upper body 
were the next to get it as I flung myself upward from the 
Waist with all the force I was able to muster. Having @ 
decided weight advantage, they too toppled aside but not 
ae I began wailing wildly with balled fists, attempting 

‘njure any bodily form in my immediate vicinity as Ilet 


Sut a roar of outraged protest at this most ignominious 
Wakening. 


I 1 eles! 
only desisted when I spotted across the room my spiritual 
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master - doubled-over with laughter. Hazing was 
life in any environment where more men than 
congregated in close quarters, but this was Pushing « 
Despite that fact, my inherent reverence for maharajg 
the inconceivable spiritual potency which emanated from 
him even in the moments of utmost levity calmed my jets, 


8 fag of 


Regaining his bearings amidst his mirth, Rudra dasy 
Goswami stood at full height - his face beaming a smile like 
a soothing Vrindavana moon - his eyes wet with tears. | 
before stating with all authority; “Your name is now 
Kumbhakarna dasa!” 


RDG initiated me that very morning. 


After mangala-arati and class, during which he had a few 
godsisters scrambling on another part of the compound to 
gather all the necessary puja items for an imprompta 
initiation yajna, he took us all out to the section of grounds 
shielded from the seldom-trafficked road by the catty- 
comers of two adjoining trailers. 


There he instructed me to remove my shirt, leaving me bare- 
chested as he began to spoon ghee into the sacrificial fire 
while intoning various mantras. 


A godbrother approached me from behind as I sat and 
removed my tulasi neck beads, affixing a new set - three 
strands rather than one - about my neck. ie 
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My spiritual master gave a brief lecture - the detaijg 
which I regrettably cannot remember except that they gg 
with transcendental matters which were addressed to, 

all of the assembled devotees but which were specifica 
aimed for my hearing. Although I cannot - or choose no_ 
| the details via this medium, the import of his 


to recall 
jnitiation lecture via auspices 
linchpin of every tactic and strategy which I have employed 
in Krsna’s service ever since. 


most occult have become the 


After less than fifteen minutes he gestured for me to come: 
forward and I did so, giving full obeisances on the cold wet 
ground (for it was still early Spring and the dew still 
saturated the seldom-mowed grass, as the sun was not yet 
fully risen upon the horizon). 


He gave me my beads - a huge maha-maha tulasi mala dark 
from soaking in oil - and pronounced my name. 


“You are now - Kumbhakarna dasa!” 


‘All fhe devotees let out a roar of approval. 


After that he gave a brief summation about my name - 
indicating that while Kumbhakarna was in titular sense an 
asura, he was actually a great devotee of Lord Visnu in 
Vaikunthaloka - a security guard, no doubt, who guarded 
the gates of the jnnermost sanctum of the Vaikuntha 
planets. 


During one occasion in time before reckoning - a situation 
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ti } esol engineered by Visnu Himself - the devotee who 
‘ qanning: ter be known as Kumbhakatna in the treta-yuga 
4 would tbe offended a visiting sage. Because of this 
aN and a the two brothers were cursed to take birth on the 
oy Be net and become demons. Maharaja explained 
Ve} en ver that although this curse was the apparent reason 

hy ee prothers descent to the earth and rebirth as demons 
% a actually it was the greatest boon, for Visnu was 

facilitating these broiiers! to please him in his earthly 
Ir Te pastimes by Peres the necessary but wheglenss — of 
the © becoming His worthy opponents and assisting, him in a 

*t most quintessential way for the enactment of his pastimes. 


i After the initiation I and the other devotees feasted on the 
remnants of the Kali-puja from the night before. The other 
devotees jokingly tried to push me to the back of the line 

sim: and my spiritual master loudly announced that it was the 
duty of the newly minted initiate to clean up the ritual 
accoutrements of the initiation yajna. 


Humbly, but with a discernible sense of petulance I 
acquiesced, before RDG and the other devotees laughed 
and led me to the large fold-out table where the pork had 
ye been pulled and seasoned - a prodigious plate already 
rsa Prepared for me, with all the fixings and ample enough for 
se" @demon’s consumption, which was promptly shoved into 


: eo my hands, 


Net intending to disappoint, [ ate the entire thing. 


of Events there at the Alabama property turned distinctly 
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darker after my initiation leading uw 


to 4 
breaking of our fellowship ( he even 


at least in a temporal se 
though not one of the residents complained and ey 


of us considered it to be Krsna's blessing that we 

x a 
suffer and, in turn, make others suffer, in His transcende 
service. 


The conflicts with the local residents had begun almos 
soon as we had arrived. The sale of the property had b 
done remotely, through a proxy buyer (RDG’s lawyer) 
the contract signatory and as the truth had been amply b 
or more correctly obscured as to both the actual identi 
the purchaser and the reason for the procurement of 
real-estate the seller felt betrayed, which was the first di 
of poison in the well. While ethically questionable accor 
to backwoods standards (though no doubt that the good 
boy network of land barons in the area probably did 
worse on a regular basis - pot, kettle, black) the contract! 
integrity as to the letter of the law so there was nothing 
could be done about our residency except to apply pre: 
in other ways. 


As such, maneuvering around obtaining basic supp! 
doing day-to-day business in the immediate town 
something of a headache. So to avoid this, the de 
started taking their business to the nearest town ofa 
size which was where my gym was located, thor 

(in name only, not population classification) was 
the size of some of the smaller boroughs $ 
native Boston. 
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tbeing @ staging ground for the “white hate” 
perations of the investigative branch of the 
ent there was still a lingering distaste for 
veners (UP tO and including fellow countrymen from 
pee” that invisible but ever-present Mason-Dixon line). 
e -and-out exotic foreigners - such as the our two- 

»  brahmins (down-home boys from 
and Malappuram respectively) 


yell pas 
. intel ra} 
} governme 


ananthapuram 


outright howling indignity. 


jn the defense of the town-folk, it does go with remarking 
that my godbrothers from Kerala did little to nothing to 
atiate themselves with anyone (including some of their 
godbrothers and godsisters, truth be told) and as to sinews 
softening in that melting pot that is America they were 
every-inch hardboiled and indigestible - no compromise. 
They dressed in flowing south Indian style dhotis with 
decorative borders all of the time - the thought of 
attempting to blend in even to the slightest degree not even 
anotion on the back end of a notion. The first time one of 
my godsisters and I took them to the nearest grocery store 
(a Piggly Wiggly) to procure some items for a puja which 
they did not feel they could entrust us with purchasing on 
Sur own recognizance they attempted to haggle with the 
cashier. | managed to stifle my laughter with a fist against 
"y mouth, my godsister turned red as an apple and giggled 
e to herself, gaze toward the floor and the aging lady 
er looked like she had just been slapped. 


ing 


ie local bar was one point of contention - though the only 
Son any of the devotees went into the place was that it 
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was really the closest thing to a 8S Station s 
in the immediate area, excepting the gas Pumps ous; 
of the mechanic’s which were utilized from time a 
(and ifat all possible gas was purchased further afig| ae 
actual nearest proper bar was well further down. My 
highway and very rurally situated - Boondocker’s at the 
County Line - so named because it was in (obvious 
here) the boondocks and secondly because it straddled the 
line between the semi-populated county where the devo; 
lived and another adjoining county which 
populated, dedicated almost solely to comm 
tetreats and agriculture. 


lash ming, 


was even less. 
ercial hunting 


But the bar that became a flashpoint for the other devotees. 
and I was a bar only in the most nominal sense - it was what 
the country folk called a “beer bar” (no spirits served) and 
further even than that, a “bottle bar” only (everything 
stored in one aging cooler, bottles and cans - no kegs, no 
taps, no glasses). This part of the establishment was literally 
only a small comer in the store where three little tables and 
chairs were set and a few stools on the far-end of the _ 
cashier's counter where the local farmers would sit and tie _ 
one on during the twilight hours and later, if the proprietor 
took it into his heart to join them past usual closing hours. 
But, as is well known to anyone who has experienced the — 
Sometimes extreme behavior of people under the influence 
where “particular people congregate” a ieee 
trouble as a full-blown nightclub (in a microcosmic 

least) and as it so ae - as the decidedly outsider — 
element in the area - the devotees were the focal point fo; 
trouble. 
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auld think that the devotees at our compound 
RS t to visit a place where alcohol was served, 


you have paid attention to the general thrust of 


master’s branch of the sampradaya thus far you 


7 a 
eamewnat a i 
sor of the devotee community would ever suspect - 


at places where alcohol was served were drawing 
aints for ghosts and spirits, said ghosts and spirits who 
proceeded to affect the Rane ciaustiess of those inhabiting 
© gach places in a myriad of negative ways. Being ultimately 
compassionate however, the godbrothers (and the 
godsisters especially) believed that the Holy Name should 
ny be spread to such unfortunate living entities - all creatures 
ay great and small (even those without physical bodies) so as a 
lz few of us shopped usually a few more of our number would 
“® wander through the aisles, hands in beadbags, muttering 
=’ the mahamantra under their breath and watching for the 
i) potential of some supernatural conversion experience. | 
ss found it all very humorous at first, but in time the 
cumulative effect became no laughing matter (except 
perhaps for Krsna - that grandest amongst sociopaths). 


SS 


On the first several occasions there was small, low-level 
attempts at provocation on behalf of the locals when we 
Were in the store, Snickering loudly as to let us know that 
oe Were, especially when the always robed Keralite 


a 


=, ‘mhims were present - though the looks that they 
i * med to the few drunken rednecks was capable of 
| (rdling milk, them dirt-covered from a day of toil and the 


‘ahming resplendent in silken dhotis and fiery eyes 
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shining out from faces near-black with Pure Drow. 
racial complexion. “ 


There were also ministrations made toward the Bodsigt 
catcalling and that sort of thing - to which there 
apparently no reaction in response that didn’t add fuel ty 
the fire. A few of the Bodsisters, imperious as queens 
responded by ignoring their would-be suitors - Proffering: 
nothing than a look in response of the greatest disdain 
before going about their chanting. Others would attemptig 
engage the few drunks - a chink in the armor to exploitasa 
preaching opportunity, so went their reasoning - and those 
incidents usually ended somewhat disastrously. 


Itis outside of the scope of this essay to mention everything | 
that led up to our leaving Alabama and as some of the 
incidents would impinge on the privacy of several parties 
with even barest description such have been omitted. 


There ended up being one fight outside of the station - 

myself primarily included insofar as participation from the 

devotee community - and from there, as is often the case in 

: e of scenarios especially in rural areas where 

es a be nurtured intensively for lack of other 

SE ee the situation turned into a gradual but 
SI 


reasingly dangerous game of one-upmanship by both 
inc 


parties. 
to a head one week less than six months 
All of this came tiation when everyone at the community 


since my eee a morale for various reasons. RDG hadn't 
ina low-é} 
wasina 


i 
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4 


ng t een #0 visit us in as many months and, close-mouthed as 
. , phere excepting few general letters that were read out 
Phi Bos the moming program and brief but expensive long- 
ley, ' ae telephone ? calls vty the senior devotees who 
"Oy y ‘handled the mamnis eve side of things, everyone had 
pee ‘ fasically been left to a for themselves Spiritually - which 
ey be qinink may have been intentional on the part of my spiritual 
“4 ty master. The ae - or the attempt at it - was proving to 
: lg peamiserable failure, despite the long hours of arduous yet 
byt apparently inept labor that everyone had done out in the 
Ng. fields. In this, in retrospect, I can very much commiserate 
hy, * with the sort of experiences that the old communes 
(whatever their ideological stripe) may have gone through 
Meigs back in the sixties when you took city folk without Practical 
~ knowledge of the land who, while well-meaning, were in far 
‘out of their depth and had bitten off more than they could 
chew. 

tte 
_ Inan effort to raise the Spirits of the devotee community in 
st the face of ever-increasing tension coming from outside it 
foe S decided that a Kali-puja would be arranged 
oo a by the devotees On-site ; which is 
:. _s obs . n't previously done excepting during 
i manne As en he EEE Provide his services as 
ted Bc, : the Proceedings, Everyone, myself 
iis, fs ‘0 make this One special and in the 
Binks & lea Seeimedto Bey une the intention of 
cdot Proached the idea in the first place - morale 
aised. Even the south Indian brahmins, who 


| Muld b : 
ie notoriously grumpy, seemed to brighten to the 


‘On, 
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It was the brahmins who had the idea 


only do a Kali-puja alone but also do PUjas to some of f 
even nastier and more obscure wrathful Goddesses of ne ' 
native region, One of the Priests was half-Tamil and he ‘al | : 
several names to put forward as to appropriate objects of | 
veneration. Seemingly crude (from a Western Perspective) |. 


altars were arranged for various of these wrathi 
goddesses but elaborately decorated with all manner of 
colored powders, garlanded with limes and surrounded 
with large aarathi lamps that the brahmins only brought out 
on occasion. Though not anthropomorphic, the central part 
of the shrines were not entirely aniconistic as the brahmirs 
had drawn terrible faces on them - and the descriptions that} 
they cheerfully gave the rest of the devotees were even mor 
terrifying in import. 


4 of 
i i 1 i to the pujas a sense 
During this period leading up Pp Pe ine 


i 1 
unreality seemed to permeate the entire area ae 
i 1 feeling amongst all of 
compound and it was the genera’ nin 
i i wer 
Vaisnavas and Vaisnavis that one en 
 aevaenee a oe as the intimate associates 4 
ing, Krsna, while on earth - Eke 
pee di d five-thousand ee Kanes so Ss | 
F f ; 
Dvarpa-yuga. In leper e ae adversaries _2 
2 mnly served to 
those whom Krsna ha votes, only” 
while oftentimes horrifying for = 2 oe 
increase Krsna’s pleasure as the sup 


ed to ac 


ious devotees who 
ning varie see 
i mall hours of mo” ee 
During the 8 yaa for various ms acre ee 
Hee ees ome of the Jocal farms an 
forays st 
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ahmacaris acting in small cells of two to 
-e ended up being an increasing sense of 
ig them and often fueled with alcohol 
these forays began to get reckless. The ultimate 


of Jessness in this regard was perpetrated by 


of reck 
er than some 
hood boys from Southie who decided to 


of my godbrothers who were also 


ple blue-collar skills (including butchery, as one of 
them had peen born into the profession) ou years backin 
© ew England, decided to make one such culling resemble a 
S uatle mutilation” with a little creative cutting here, a bit of 
k 


estional 


veattle 
tization there and organ removal. 


caute 
Ultimately the planned Kali-puja - and puja of the 
asociated deities, planned on the traditional date 

| congruent to the event in Bengal which is tantamount to a 
national holiday there, never occurred. The Boston 
brehmacaris who had decided to go beyond due measure in 
their enthusiastic forays into neighboring farms had crossed 
thelinefor all of us, though they only admitted to a few after 
the fact what they had done. Soon thereafter, a day or so 
before the puja was scheduled, one of our administration 
People received a phone call - apparently from RDG - who 
Bein that a police raid on the commune was imminent 

instructions for us to get out post-haste. 


a one of the first to go having my own vehicle and 
Pees wish te dally. I know that some of the other 
Wiedy = the time felt my enthusiasm in cutting out as 

did seemed traitorous for whatever reason, and 
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IT hope that by now they have forgiven me 
tarried too late and may have gotten cay i 


Og, 
Bhtup inthe MW, 


one way or the other, on the other hand, Probab Neth 
that they had emulated my own exit strategy, Y Wishes 


I packed a few of the more egregious Perpetrator stuf, 
into the back of the Gremlin along with my meager pens 
belongings and had them hunker down to the floorboards 
until we were well across the county line, so for all effecting 
purposes for those that may have been watching (and I wes 
almost certain there were people watching especially at the 
junction near the turn-off for the commune) it would appea 
that I was out for my usual foray to the gym. As the case 
was, | didn’t find myself in a gym again until more thana 
week later - back in Boston. 


The raid happened on the night that the Kali-puja was © 
have taken place - a joint operation by the local Sheriffs 
Department and State Police even with a few SBI agents it 
tow. By this point many of the locals (some of the farmers 
who had bore the brunt of my godbrothers’ excess® 
especially) would have loved to take part as an extra-legal 
posse but even back then the state police poxplvement was 
enough to stymie that type of volunteerism (though if the 
warrant had been executed by the Sheriff's Department 
alone - who knows). 


i ointment of the law enforcement 
ae = oe was no one on the commune except 
ae prahmins and a couple of the brahmacarinis. 
ot decided to stay to try to dismantle the puja 
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NY ‘ properly orin the alternative perform a lesser 
iginally been intended, fearing the 


ane ad or 
\ at @ | than ha ledly wrathful goddesses whom 


1 o decid 
ie wrath 2 omens pounds of flesh more than 
F oe thick we had been tipped off about. The 
an d to support the brahmin and also 

placed sense of duty, not willing to see the 
of a een the fact that the writing on the wall 
+4 


ia that we were all less than two minutes to 
he 


ty hen the raid happened the brahmacaris who had 
‘4 i = the more dreadful sacrifices had already 
disappeared into the legally questionable slums of south 
Eesion, courtesy of my aging Gremlin (and that was the last 
interstate trip she ever made, poor girl). The lone brahmin 
i ij on the Alabama property had, damnably enough in his 
Sh indecision about the planned yajnas, kept a few of the goats 
2% tethered in a rusted-out shed near the ashrama trailer (three 
fam goats and a lawn-mower) instead of turning them loose or 
sg killing them and dumping the bodies (the latter which 
z# would have been the wisest decision) and so he ended up 
qi being charged. As it turned out his green card was fake so 
|i wether than going through a lengthy process in the local 
oF Souris he ended up finding himself in a federal immigration 
co (much higher security than the local jail, all things 
gf Nie for nine months before being shipped back to 
si ete brahmacarinis ended up being underage and 
if 


Me x, 


thei, Not charged, instead being returned to the custody of 
imm, Patents (said custody which they absconded almost 


edi, 
ately afterward, moving on to another town - 
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another mission project). 


I stayed in Boston for a time afterward unt other y: 
called and though I have always stayed loyal to m . st 
master I never had a taste of ashrama life like | gig baal 
Alabama. It has now been several years since | have g, in 
RDG but an opportunity to do so arose not too long a 
when I was back in Southie visiting family and as it tumed 
out he was in town as well visiting some of my godbrothe 
and godsisters. 


On a hot July afternoon, in that sort of steamy summertime 
atmosphere only possible in the cities, when the heat-waves ; 
coming off the pavement are visible and the kids play by the 
fire hydrants being bled of excess pressure, I reuinted with 
my spiritual master and some of my godbrothers and 
godsisters from back during the Alabama days. Although 
the heat was comparable, the atmosphere was not - a private 
garage and a tarmac blocked off from street view by large 
chain-link fences weaved through with black plastic 
security barriers in order to not give the local car-thieves too 
much of an eye-full. 


The smell of smoke and meat wafted across the lot, done in 
a proper smoker this time and the smell as well as the sight 
of my eternal spiritual master, His Holiness Rudra das 
Goswami, brought me back to a time when my Krishna 
Consciousness was just burgeoning in the strangest of 
situations but oh, what interesting times they were. During 
this visit I had the opportunity to sit down for a lengthy 

discussion with RDG, part of which was recorded and 


PURUSHAMEDHA 
3 een transcribed here for the transcendental 
it of the readers. Many thanks to Rati-manjari for 
vo the recording, and transcription. 
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FIRESIDE CHAT QUESTION, 


dasa. RDG = Rudra das Goswani) 


(KD = Kumbhakarn. 


QUESTION 1. 

12th Canto we hap 
et will become as the Iron 
s remaining of the 


KD: In Srimad-Bhagavatam 
descriptions of what the earth plan 
along the 427,000 year: 


rogresses 


Kali-vuga- 
described Maharaja - for 
ksa -I cannamea few, 
uga human flesh wil 
sun will become large and 
ees will be the size 
thers as the only 


you know well the horrors 
fit of those receiving your si 
by the end of the Kali-y' 


namely, that 
be sold on the open market; the 
malignant and scorch the earth so that tr 


of shrubs with roots and the flesh of o 


sustenance; human bodies will become stunted, ig 
ty will commence at an will 

lecades have past 
ts in the metropo: 
the population to ti 
rrestrial hell. 


activi 
old by the time two d 
from totalitarian outpos 
the vast majority of 
underground, etc. In short, a real te 


idual living entitle 
onality of Godhead, 


these pastimes for the indiv 


Clearly, 

parts and parcels of the Supreme Pers: 

Lord Krsna, are meant for His ultimate pleasure. Yet some 
the Golden Age 


r the auspices of invoking 
e appearance of Lord 


within the Kali-yuga due to th 
ticular Kali-yuga (the 


Caitanya Mahaprabhu in this part 
appearance of this hidden avatara which comes only once 


2 a 


Vaisnavas unde 
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- arahma) believe that the effects of the Kali-yuga 
y of Brat k-up to and including restoration of Vedic 
ie asrama, etc. How should the devotees 


a 

peaten 
pe be ane ete H 
ing contradiction? 


_. question is of great importance for two reasons. 
pane it allows us to correct some bad 
f shastra. Second, because it provides some 
Krsna’s plan for the future. 


pecause 
sanding ° 
ing of 


) 
ners 
agerstand 


and Puranas are very clear that all time is 
a that we move from one yuga to the next yuga. 
yclical, an ies (golden age) gives way to the Treta yuga 
e Satya re Treta yuga (silver age) to the Dvapara yuga 
giver wee ), the Dvapara yuga (bronze age) to the Kali 
sa nel then the cycle repeats. That is how Krsna 
‘oned the material universe, and there is literally no 
designe “enteo d or asura that can stop the wheel. It cannot 
“ on it cannot be resisted. Remember that we are on 
a ‘planet in a vast cosmos of worlds. As humans, 
Fe nescience blinds us and makes us self-centered. We 
think that we are the center of the universe, and that is what 
separates. us from the Supreme Reality (Brahman 
Effulgence), and its source, the August Personage of 
KRSNA. Now as the yugas turn, Krsna descends again and 
again to save us from ourselves. He instructs us in the 
different methods to reach him. Now Krsna does not 
change, He is eternal, but culture changes, worlds change, 
nature changes, and the guna-quality of the cosmos changes 
t00, Religion always — always — has the same goal: to reunite 
with Krsna. But the form of teligion changes. So in the 


e Vedi 


yoga ( 


Atte 
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Satya Yuga, Krsna had very high standards, since 
and rishis had very advanced spiritual knowledge. dey, 
had to do the highest level of religion Practices to ready 
Krsna, since even devas and tishis are technically an 

from the August Personage. So the Vedas give ve; ‘ate 


TY, ve it 
complex rites and mantras. In the Treta and Dvaxpayae™ (i 


or she 
the practices were a little less rigorous than in the sq ) (08 . prac 
yuga, but they were still more rigorous than we are able ty ye eo 7 
- tt at fir 
do today. A ds 
) ! ° 
ee put? ae a 
Now the Lord says clearly, ai ea Bud 
3 Into" é 
pow 
' 
herer-nama harer-nama harer-namaion kevalam kala eS" agg 
rasty-eva nasty-evn nasty-eva gatir anyatha cific nee’ 
Lee 
4 derstanding, 
Which means, se sexsi 
. ing th 
‘The Mahamantra (harinam) is the only way toreach —_ingand eating 


Krsna. In the Kali yuga, there is no other way!” 


the practice. Hi 
that itis harmt 
hibits it being 
creumstances. Bu 
Sonjasa is orig 


So we know that in the Kali Yuga, the basis of sadhana is 
harinama. A devotee must be practicing Harinama, Now 
that doesn’t mean exclusively either ~ we do Kirtan, we do 
yagnas, we offer prasada. But it means that the core of the hich came in 
sadhana is harinam. All Vaisnavas Know this, there is no adetly, they wor 
dispute about this fundamental practice. But in the earlier wher rete 9 
yugas — let's say the Satya yuga — then it was not this simple, Someti 7 
Maharishi Daksha didn’t just chant kariname, and if he had th times, a p 
done this as the core of his sadhana, it would not have bee, ®-You coul 
enough, sce? Because Krena tells the devotees in each yyg, nd thy 4 
what practice is the best practice for that yuga. Weare living Ben fos 
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ee desperate age where most of the holiness has left, and 

qe have only the most basic, most primitive Practices lett 

aie And because of this, some devotees think that ne 

nari js somehow better than the Vaisnava practices of 

¢ earlier yugas, and that is a fundamental error coming 
and arrogance. 


- fpommesciencs 


wy, Krsna goes further than this. He makes it clear that 


0 ‘ : 
na of the earlier practices have been compromised, He 
even descends at first as Lord Buddha, and later Lord 


Caitanya, to put a stop to some practices that had ceased to 
work, In Lord Buddha’s time, most of the brahmana did not 
jeally know how to do sacrifices anymore. Oh sure, they 
jnew how to slaughter an animal, but anyone can kill an 
animal. Sacrifice needs to be done correctly with the right 
understanding, right mantras, right yantras. So the 
Buddha, he sees that people are not sacrificing, they are just 
killing and eating the animals, and so he puts a moratorium 
on the practice. He doesn’t say sacrifice is evil by nature, 
but that it is harmful to the Brahmins of his day, and so he 
prohibits it being performed except under very special 
circumstances. Buddha also completely changed sannyasa. 
Sannyasa is originally part of the asrama or life-stages 
which came in the earliest yuga. When someone was 
elderly, they would not stay on in the home as a burden, but 
Tather retire to the woods and concentrate on religion. 
Sometimes, a pious person would adopt it earlier. Back 
then you could do it, because the culture had formed 
‘ound the idea that a sannyasi is special and should be 
ies food and shelter whenever possible. So if you were a 
“@nnyasi, you didn’t really have to beg, see? If you were 
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near a village, people would feed you, because sore 


villagers would be sannyasi, and they’d want 6G apt | 


e0, 
feed them too! It was a smart system. But even Ne f 


7 tually, Yo 
had young people who were lazy and didn’t Want to w, : 
and they'd take sannyasa and expect people to worse 
them. This is where you find people beginning to bow : 
sannyasis and worship them and fawn over them, 
Shameful, and it contradicts the entire idea of what the 
Vedas were trying to teach people. 
humility, not being spoiled like someo: 
time of Lord Buddha, many people we 
Sannyasis. Well, Lord Buddha didn’ 
reformed the asrama, 


ne’s pet! So by the 
Te pretending to be 


But Krsna doesn’t 8ive up. He loves us too much! So again, 
the Lord descends as Caitanya. Andhe tepeats what he said 
as the Buddha: 


asvamedham gavalambham 
sannyasam palapaitrkam 
devarena sutopattim 

kalau panca vivarjayet 


Which means, 


Cty 


Sannyasa is abo 


vn the Kali yuga, five things are un] , 
sacrifice, cow-sacrifice, Tenunciation & 
ancestor worship, and siring a chilg on the 
Jaw.’ (Krsna-jnama Khanda 185.180), 


i Lord Caitanya was s eakij 7 

w, clearly, 3 Peaking Contextually, 
es see what he did when he said this. We ‘cork 
i) e condemns sannyasa, but he stil] initiat 


ed people into th 
renounced order. So clearly, this needs careful hoagie 
My guru, Sri Sankarsana Goswami, told me that all the great 


tay i Vaisnava acaryas agreed that sannyasa 
‘| must accept that Lord Caitanya was 

al, order of sannyasa entirely. Rather, 
Lord Buddha had done earlier — he was prohibiting people 
from pretending to take it on, because it leads so easily to 


corruption. Too many people today claim to be sannyasa, 
but they have houses, bank accounts, cars, women, and 


they're still claiming to be devotees, Lord Caitanya was 
i} trying to put a stop to it, so he means that in general, 
sannyasa is forbidden. But sometimes, if you have a genuine 
sannyasi, and he finds a genuine student, he can offer it 
exceptionally. And this is the argument that all the Gaudiya- 
Vaisnava use when they have to interpret this tricky verse. 


is still valid. So we 
not Prohibiting the 
he was doing what the 


Now, here's the rub: if a Vaisnava accepts this argument, 
then he has to read the entire verse. If you agree that 
“ceptionally one can accept sannyasa, then you have to 
a that exceptionally, animal sacrifices are still valid, and 
® is ancestor worship, and insemination for a widowed 
= Tinlaw. You have to accept this, there’s no choice. You 


tick and choose with sashtra, you either accept it or 
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you don’t. No double-dipping, as we Say in re : 
{smile}! thy 


50 why did Lord Caitanya discourage animal Retin 
Well actually, he didn’t. He had no Problems wi i 
just like he had no real problems with genuine ae | 
But the Muslims who were ruling India made it illepa) fr 
anyone to slaughter animals — except for Muslims! This tag 
an economic decision, you see, because abattoirs make aly 
of money, and the Muslims couldn’t eat meat from a Ton. 
Muslim butcher, So they outlawed the Practice of animal 
slaughter, and consequently the Vaisnavas became 
vegetarian in protest. They didn’t want to pay the Muslims 
for their halal beef, for which the Muslims were charging 
extraordinary sums of money if the buyer was Hindu. You 
see? And so Lord Caitanya had to deal with this context, So 
he doesn’t say “sacrifice is wrong”, but rather, “sacrifice has 


become impossible in the Kali yuga, just like sannyasa has 
become impossible.” 


Hinduism also used to be extremely sexual. Look at Krsna, 
IT mean he is absolutely a playboy. Ho's literally screwing 
every girl in a pretty skirt, And that’s fine in Hinduism, 
because kama (sexual pleasure) is commanded in the Vedas. 
But the Muslims didn’t like naked Statues or the kama sutra, 
so the Vaisnava became ultra-puritanical, even more 
pruding than the Muslims. Do you see? Muslims eat meat, 
so we're too holy to eat meai, Muslims y, 


ee “sttict nudity, so 
welll restrict sex. It's a bit silly, but i, Was a way of 


preserving dignity. 
.. ir» 
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se, orice the Muslims were overthrown and ; he 
of cor oor able to practice freely, sacrifices returned 


af an eae and vegetarianism almnee disappeared 

, i) james ertain puritanical Brahmin families. Now as you 
fhe non8 eS some modern Vaisnavas don’t like to hear this, 
Ue aes 


cant yy ‘oh nO, the Vaisnavas are pure devotees. No sex, no. 
ey 5 


ing isice, just chanting all day.’ So then we need to look at 

iy uae history of the Vaisnava. The British, you know, 

fy oe t of time in India. Say what you like about their 
spent 270 


“yernment, their religious scholars did a lot of good, They 
ae nted and cataloged a lot of the practices of the 
aM -. from the 18" and 19% centuries. I’ve read a lot of 
Braids records on the Vaisnavas, and you know what 

i a say? They say that the Saivites were more proper! The ., 
il yaisnava were all acting like Krsna, so they were cross- © + 
et essing, drinking, and fucking like teenagers. Even the 
fay older people were not the respectable uncles and aunties of 
‘thy ioday. No, they were really wild! So we know that the 
Vaisnavas of today are not the Vaisnavas of 100 years ago or 
more, And sacrifice, blood sacrifice, ancestor worship, sex, 

ii] they were all considered Vaisnava practices. So when 
it} people today say “Vaisnava don’t practice sacrifice, because 
lord Caitanya outlawed it’, they are wrong according to 
tecent historical documents, and wrong according to 
Sshtra, because they will then have to explain why 
“nnyasa are permitted and other acts are prohibited. 


; ‘0 answer your original question: can we turn back the 
. Tanswer you: did Buddha say the wheel can be 
i back? No, he said that the Dharma had continued 

ad. Did Caitanya say differently? No, Caitanya also 
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said that the Dharma had to change With time 
push the wheel backwards. Now, you Sight ast” ty 
push the wheel forwards? Thats a different “hay, 
entirely, The Sri Kalki Purana Paints a Picture ae : 
times where the Dharma has disappeared, ue 
insane or demonic, and the only righteous Vai 
ones who are sacrificing animals and worshipping Vishny f 
and practicing the Vedas, just like the family of Sri Kalk yay / 
be. Let me say this again: Lord Kalki’s family wij be tl 
Practicing horse sacrifice, cow sacrifice, Purushamedhs J 
even. That is the kind of family in which Lord Kalki will § 
choose to be born, in the Kali Yuga. And the culture willbe 4 
entirely demonic until he cleans it up. 


SNAVAS are the 


What then should we do now? We hasten the turning of the 


wheel, by creating the conditions in which Lord Kalki will | 
choose to descend. We foster the tamasic (dark) culture that 
He will delight to light against. We revive the Vedic rites 
and sacrifices, which wil] characterize his own immediate 
family. Everything thatis in the Sri Kalki Purana, we work 
to bring it about, so as to facilitate the context into which He 
has promised us he will be born. The Wheel cannot turn 
back, but itcan be moved forward a little faster, 


QUESTION 2, 


KD: The last several decades at least (beginning strongly ae 
the nineteen-nineties) have seen many North 4 

Vaisnavas take shelter of Gaudiya Matha Spiritual Masters 
in the Gaudiya Matha proper, from mathas baseq in Ing 
outside of the auspices of the International Socie 3, 


'Y for 


‘Merican 
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Consciousness which was the | 
Kom in North America since the late 
vais : 

efits that - ISKCON devotees (with a » 
Event fom the high-tier leadership of that society makin, 
are peime demographic) after the disappearance of H 
ap! Prabhupada were taking shelter of Gandiya Matha 
ae masters (HDG Srila Prabhupda’s godbrothers for 
i part) in order to learn the more esoteric side of 
Gaudiya Vaisnava way - namely bhajana over sadhana, 
reganuga bhakti over sadhana bhakti and leading into the 
very intimate practices of siddha-pranali, etc. 


what is the premium placed on realization of the siddha- 
eha (genuine spiritual identity either on Goloka 
Vrindavana or the Vaikuntha planets) via sundry occult 
methods in the teachings of your spiritual master, His 
Divine Grace Sankarsana Dasa Thakura? How important is 
itto realize one’s own siddha-deha in this lifetime and did 


your spiritual master ever reveal his own siddha-deha form 
foyou and other intimate disciples? 


RDG: First, we need to understand what siddha-deha means 
48a spiritual concept. Siddha-deha is your real essence, the 
‘eal you. It is not the composite character that you think of 
4 yourself in this current body. If we understand that we 
Ye all taken rebirth countless times, then we must also 
iidetstand that there must be an original birth or 
Hetmation which was determined not by karma, but by 
's immutable will. So, what is this original form? 
Ugh meditation and prayer and sadhana, we can get | 
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; a 1 

t glimpses of a former life, and often this jg. *%, i 
Ecos asitis memory. If you eee *o-advorg Sie 

ives, they often speak about having been famous » vlog e 

ree ities, or sometimes notorious figures, Ne a 

celebrities, : ee eae Y toy | a? 

eople report past lives as farmers, S, OF begging ale 

ee many people report past lives as a great Sadhu 9, 


even as an aspara or devata. ee ee Say), what sing the 
must have committed. to take rebirth in the mortal Works, 
eh? Why is this? It’s because the overwhelming majority of 
past life histories are just illusion. On your own, YOU cant 
tell what is a dream or what is real. So what do we do? We 
tely on the spiritual master. The spiritual master is uniquely 
empowered through advanced sadhanas and bhakti to help 
uncover your real being. This can take many years of 
devotional service, orit can be immediate. 


any Way encouraged that king of 
Indian-born, so it wa 


hoped that I’d been some king 


or tell me to go do chores, or i ae 
fearned to stop asking, and eventually a sashtra. Sof ' 
much aboutit. After all, unless YOu know, ae i even think 
for certain, speculation is really not Practica : Hiddixs-detg : 
so far as to call it useless, but it’s Teally bcs Wouldn't go 


8M exercise in 


> 


Set me to 


t 
i 
‘ 
1 
\ 


original essence is. tell for You sure 


Then one night, we had some devot 
an offering of a very nice bran, dy, Now Pens TY gutudey 
that Sankarsana didn’t ming aloha! ‘Ve said 
fond of it. The one exception to he 
Was brandy ~ he ge 
Ne did 


like it, and so once in a while someo 
small bottle of “the good stuff”. ith Ne would bring hima 


or two, he’d be ina right jolly moo 
predisposed him to be less tacitu; 
this one evening, there was a te: 


it he wasn’ i ily 


a pal normal. Well on 
rrific storm with a lot of 


A ere all huddled ins; 
small salon with our master. Sankarsana degre as 


the bottle of brandy, and soon he became less dour and 
more mellow. In fact he seemed so relaxed that I thought 
he might doze off (this happened sometimes), and his eyes 
took on a heavy-lidded quality that one associates often 
with very large reptiles when they are sunning themselves 
ona hot day. 


After one particular crack of thunder, my gurudev’s eyes 
flickered open, and he pointed at me. Now up until this 
day, he had always called me by my Christian name, or else 
“son’. But then he said, “Hey, Rudra das, fetch me the 
bottle, I will have some more brandy.” My god-brother 
Sanatana das was holding the bottle, and so he passed it to 
me. I was a bit surprised, and thought maybe I had 


misheard my guru. But I poured the old —— 
tumbler full of the liquor. He took another sip anc Sm ‘ 
thfully, he is the bes 


“Lord Rudra serves Sankarsana so fail 
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of the Vaisnava. You are not him, but you were es 

his service, and so you serve Sankarsana by "Sting 
Rudra. This is why you have such great fortune, emg 
demon. Jai Krsna, ! almost envy you to be in Lord Ry, ota 
service directly!” And later, he explained to me what 
marut (wind demon), and what qualities such 4 
would have, and then by extension what special sa dhang 
should be adopting to please Rudra, and thereby please Si 
Tamasi, who is non-different from Krsna. 


Was a 


So the short answer is this: you need to know you siddha. 
deha, but you can’t do it alone. You need to attach yourself 
to your guru and serve him with pure devotional service 
and this is allows him to discover the truth of who you are, 
Once he knows this, he knows better how to teach you, and 
more importantly, what he is supposed to be teaching you. 


QUESTION 3. 


KD: In our discussion thus far you have really indicated a 
good deal about how what is “acceptable” within 
Vaisnavism has greatly mutated in the concourse of the time 
prior to Muslim invasion of India, during and post this 
period. Many Vaisnavas have often repeated the dictum 
that while Krsna is obviously the absolute and 
unquestioned Supreme Personality of Godhead that we 
should avoid following his example - in other words - we 
should not attempt to engage in transgressive activities, 


What is your take on this - how do we disciples answer this 
kind of reasoning and what example should the bhaktas 
66 


ul 


t 


in 


and phaktins be following in this 
who want to immerse themsely, 
without limits”? 


RDG: This is a very timely question, t ¢; 
two parts: first, how did the Mus think the 


: MS affe; i i 
Dharma; second, who is our ultimate role fae and | 


known through multiple 
t the Muslim conquest was 
different families within 
conquest, there is almost no 


e only books that Promote 
vegetarianism come from after the Mughal Period. In the 


pre-Islamic period, you have instead records of rajas and 
princes organizing very lavish sacrifices of cows and horses, 
even humans in the purushamedha. There was no stigma 
against it, and you see echoes of it in the Sri Kalki Purana, 
where Lord Kalki will usher in a new golden age through 
performance of the Asvamedha rite. So it cannot be sinful 
now but be obligatory later, that is frank stupidity. 


sources (Indian and Muslim) tha 
tremendously difficult for the 
Hinduism. Prior to the Muslim 


id 
So what happened? Well, when tia pe a 
Persians invaded, they wanted to we ; Lai 
they lacked the resources to do it cS ind 
they did is attack the economic earn example: since the 
temples and the larger economy. A key the animal 
P. for doing ante 
that forbid 


slaughter of any animals, 
(Muslim) butcher. So. whil 
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Hinduism illegal, they were directly attacking a 

practice. The Brahmins only ate meat that ee: 
sacrifices, and they were not about to support the Mae 
butchers. And this also cut into the Brahmin’s Teventies im 
their ability to validate the Ksatriya rulers, If the brah 
could no longer do sacrifices of any kind, what Use Were 
they to the people? So they stopped receiving Sponsorship 
from the state, which was a terrible blow to themas a caste, 


Well, how did the Brahmins retaliate? Almost collectively, 
they announced that real Hindus were not meat eaters, they 
were vegetarians. Bingo! It was really an overnight thing: 
You don’t need to take my word for it, just go to your library 
and consult a book written by Muslims or Hindus during 
the Mughal period ~ this is all well documented by all sides- 
Significantly, Lord Caitanya himself came from this period, 
and he was himself a big promoter of this “reform 
Hinduism”. And on a similar note, you can see that in the 


a tndia that Islam didn’t rea 
didn’t take root the same way. 

wegi? — they Were never under the ‘ 

ue as WAS the mainiand, ant so animal sacrifices 

se ued appropsiately, and so did meat eating. 3 


erieris™ 


oe he Brahmins needed to find sacred texts to. 
a © this, and that was a major problem, because the _ 
jot ; call for animal sacrifice. So what to do? Well, at this 


| yeda' e very clever Vaisnavas began to remember that 


nt, 90° : 
ee ae gome minor texts that were much later, like the 
oie i Gita and Srimad Bhagaontam, winich had 


evggestions of vegetarianism. I know that many Vaisnava 
jai that these texts are the be-all and end-all of Vaisnava 
rool: put there lies another problem. Prior to the 
Mughal period, there is very tare mention of them! 
Hinduism produced a lot of books and commentaries, but 
very few of them even mention the Gita or the Srimad 
Bhagavatam. If they were really the celebrated texts that 
they are made out to be today, then all the Vaisnava sects 
would have been mentioning them. But instead, everyone 
was quoting Vedas, interpreting Vedas, and practicing 
Vedas, The Vedas only fall into disuse when the Muslims 
are in power, and unfortunately even after the Muslims 
were driven out, many Vaisnava have refused to return to 
the Vedas, Instead, we see the Gita and Srimad and newer 
literatures called “Vedic Literatures”, when they really have 


almost nothing to do with the Vedas. 


a you tell other Vaisnava this, they get realy 
Well don’t let them get mad — just ask them to produce an 
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Hindu text prior to the Mughal Period whi iH 
Krsna. There are hardly any, did you ee Renton 
Mughal period, he is always Lord Visnu, That — 
are called Vaisnavas, not Krsnavas. But since Krsna a TY Wg 
a form of Hinduism that did not threaten the Mustine 
how could he, the little rascal?), that is the form of Godin 
we continue to embrace as the supreme Lord. ‘ 


To answer the second part of your question, well itis a g00d 
one. You said: how should we act? I answer: whom do you 
worship? We worship Krsna. Well, Sankarsana das always 
used to say that Krsna is a little sociopath. He is a little 
monster. He sets up all the rules, just like dominos, and 
then he proceeds to knock them all down! Even in the 
Mahabharata, he is always helping the Pandavas to cheat in 
warfare. Krsna understands that in broad terms, society 
needs some rules. That is why He gives us the Vedas, and 
the Vedas give us some rules. But once society is set up and 
the rules are being carried out, then Krsna causes all kinds 
of mischief. This is not because He is mean or cruel without 
reason, but because He doesn’t want us to worship the 
tules, He wants us to worship him. 


Take Krsna and Radha. Now, every culture takes marriage 
very seriously. Adultery is a major crime, right? But Krsna 
commits adultery with Radha, wow! That is a terrible sin. 
But He does it — and this is important — the sashtra tells us 
about it. Krsna wants you to know thathe fucked a married 
woman. Why is this? It is so that you see that the rules are 
guidelines that are supposed to lead you to Him. 
Sometimes, though, the rules don’t work the way they are 
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te work. When that happens, the Vaisnava 
PP ollow Krsna’s example. Radha was really Laksmi, 
. ultimately married to Krsna, and so Krsna was not. 
ghe 


lly sinning - but our bad human. teasoning made it look 
rea 


etme Say this differently: Sankarsana das used to say that 
cur only real priority in life is to worship Krsna, to love 
Krsna, to be like Krsna. Krsna followed the rules and codes 
until those rules and codes separated Him from His 
peloved. Then He broke the rules without a second thought. 
So how can you and J act any differently? 


Now some swamis would say that we should follow Lord 
Caitanya. Well, I agree entirely, because Lord Caitanya was 
atule breaker too. He refused to do sacrifices, even though 
itwas a rule to do yajnas. Instead, he taught people to do 
harinama, which no one had ever heard of before. So people 
broke the rules and started to do harinama. The Muslims 
wanted the Hindus to rebel so that they would have an 
&cuse to kill them, but Caitanya was too smart, he played 
along. Caitanya told people to be honest, but he was a liar 
himself when people asked him to acknowledge his 
divinity, he refused categorically. You see, he was a 
Fey because the rules had stopped working. And the 
iy will come when He will return as Lord Kalki, and then 
= o> vil change. Then it will be His turn to slaughter 
a Samus don’t you doubt it! Then it will be time to 
oll’, a the tules, and then He will expect people to 
Was not em again. Kalki is a law-restorer, but the Buddha 

and Caitanya was not. They were tricksters, like 
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Krsna himself. 


So how should we act? We need eee tricksters, Tebels, 
spiritual ruffians. We follow the social rules and taboos, 
until the moment that they restrain us from Krsna. When 
that moment comes, and the rules become a barrier between 
you and God, then fuck the rules. They don’t matter. We are 
not Christians or Muslims — we don’t believe in some awful 
law or day of judgment, We know that God is all that 
matters, and that He himself breaks His laws to set an 
example. 


Remember: 
Through Krsna, we become truly liberated. 


Only through Krsna, 


Can we become truly liberated. 


PURUSHAMEDHA 


al powerful states of Krsna Consciousness that he 
sovoked. And this was just one of the many amazing and 
iantastic (if not horrifying and terrific) gifts that he gave to 
nis devotees, and for which I remain eternally grateful. 


ad 

Love, without sattva, cannot be wise. 
Love, without rajas, cannot be strong. 
Love, without tamas, cannot be realized. 
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SATTVA, RAJAS, TAMAS 


When I stayed with Sri Sankarsana das Goswami at first, [ 
didn’t know exactly what I was supposed to do. Where 
many ashrams and temples today seem to have a certain 
natural rhythm that all the devotees follow, my spiritual 
master’s home was always a little bit chaotic. Not chaotic in 
the sense that there was any particular wildness or 
disorganization, but chaotic in that everyone was really 
doing their own thing. When I was doing chores, my 
godbrothers and godsisters were sometimes outside 
chanting, or singing, or reading shastra. If I was reading 
shastra, someone else was being tutored by Sankarsana. 
There wasn’t a lot of privacy and the walls were thin, so 
sometimes this lead to some mild embarrassment. I 
remember one afternoon, for example, when my master was 
trying to explain raganuga bhakti to me, and I was having a 
hell of a time understanding how true devotion could be so 
utterly lawless. Sankarsana was incredibly patient, but in 
the middle of him reciting some passage from the Bhagavad 
Gita, I became aware of a gentle, steady thudding from the 
room above the salon. At first I thought that someone was 
doing some cleaning, but that was quickly corrected I heard 
one of the female devotees crying out each time the floor 
thudded. Sankarsana das pretended not to hear it and tried 
to continue lecturing from the shastra, but then the banging 
upstairs became louder and louder. My spiritual master 
Pete but then he began to chuckle in a rueful, good 
ati, MSD and waved a gnarled hand towards the 
Wie See? he said, “I am trying to explain raganuga 

, but Priya devi dasi is actually demonstrating it with 
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Balarama das right now.” I was shocked, ho; 
wasn’t upset. The situation was a bit embar 
house wasn’t very large, and I asked my master jf 

we should continue the lesson later. He shook his healt 
stood up and motioned me out the door and into the 4 ‘ 
kitchen that was adjacent to the small salon that doubled ag 
our classroom. 


TASSINg, as th 
e 


Sankarsana das Goswami opened one of the small 
cupboards in the dingy little kitchen, and began to 
rummage for something. Eventually he found what he was 
looking for, and brought out a small tray with three small 
tubs of paste. One was white, one was red, and one black. 
They appeared to be some kind of coarse glue or paint 
through the consistency seemed as if tending towards a 
very thick paste. He looked at me for a moment and 
frowned pensively. 


“Balarama and Priya - it’s my fault that they’re screwing 
around,” and he pointed vaguely at the ceiling. “You know 
that they wouldn’t normally do it during the day. But theit 
rajas right now is very intense, and so they are both 
suffering from a great deal of passionate devotion.” 


I didn’t know what he meant by rajas, so I had to ask for 
clarification. 


“Gon, it’s like this,” he said. “Krsna creates Lord Visnu, and 
Lord Visnu creates all the material universe. Each universe 
has three main material elements. In Sanskrit we call them 
the three Gunas, and they are Sattva, Rajas, Tamas. Light, 


# 
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jon, and Darkness. Everything you see and hear and 
ach - they are at some level a mix of these three things 
son people have these, but everyone has a different mix. 
‘ animals. A tiger is very violent, and so she has a great 
dea 3s (passion). A monkey has a lot of cleverness, so 
ne has a great deal of sattva (light). And the turtle has great 
ance and longevity, which comes from tamas 


are 


eSS). 


{sone better than the other, I asked. 


Oh no,” he said, frowning, “you need to have all three of 
them. Lord Visnu doesn’t make mistakes. But sometimes 
your equilibrium changes naturally, or if you have a good 
guru, he can adjust it for you, so that you experience the 
world differently. Right now, Priya and Balarama are 
experiencing a serious surge in rajas, and so they're fucking 
like animals whenever they’re not fighting. And when 
they’re not fucking or fighting, they’re chanting and 
worshiping with great intensity. But they need to 
experience it, because it is part of them developing 
spontaneous love of Krsna. They need to either push ~ 
the heat to get to Krsna, or else use the heat for Krsna. It's 
all the same in the end, because it’s all Krsna. But they'll go 
through it, and they'll know Krsna more intimately we 
they did before.” And he smiled in a sly way that seem 
somewhat inappropriate for a guru, but | eame Les 
understand later that he was really no prude, and didn’t 


suffer prudes in his company. 
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And here, he turned his &8ze back to the thre 
He Seemed to decide on the white Paste, me Oat 
in his calloused hand, he told me close my e SINE thet 
and I felt him beginning to apply the Bohan. 1, 
tilaka. When I opened my eyes, he was beaming ; Me 
me, 
“Jai Krsna,” he mused, 
then he told me to go 
lesson was done. 


“you're in for quite a week,” 
about my chores for the day, 38 my 


Sol did my chores, and then ate some supper with theo 
devotees. Priya and Balarama joined us midway thr 


pun!). Then after dinner, I thought perhaps that I would 
teview the shastra that Sankarsana das had been trying to 
explain to me. I headed back into the house, and picked up 
the battered copy of the Gita which my master had been 
using for my sake. Of course he had it memorized, buthe 
wanted the devotees to read it for themselves, Finding a 
space on the tired low couch, I began to read the Gita. 


Jai Krsna, 1 thought to myself, it’s really an amazing book. 
So much in here, and I couldn’t see ANY of this before. 
What a great teacher my guru is, eh? As I read line aftet 
line, layers and layers of meaning began to appear to 
that I’d never even noticed were tere, What had initial : 
appeared a one-layered conversation between Arjuna an 
ieena suddenly transformed into an intricate and intensely 


i i ten different subtexts : 
meaningful discussion that had five or ten different su 


d layers that no one had ever explained to me before. 
and laye: 


_ i> 


PURUSHAMEDHA 
so did the night. The next thing I knew, 
was still reading when I realized that 
sliding a small tin mug of coffee onto a 


< flew bY, and 


jours : 
ay S morning: I 


1B ty 
; | sana das was 


sanka 
Y oqrall table nearby. 
ty, fella”, he smiled indulgently, “enough reading for 


- now. Drink some coffee, then it’s time for your lesson.” 


I drank the coffee in great excited gulps, and somehow 
managed not to burn myself in the process. When 
gankarsana das sat down across from me on his chair, Ihad 
every intention of paying close attention (as I normally 
would). But when my master began to lecture, I thought 
my head would explode. While previously I had 
understood that my master had great wisdom, now when 
he spoke, it was as if I was hearing Krsna Himself speaking. 
Where before I had heard the Gita expounded, it was like 
now hearing the Gita come alive and telling me the very 
secret of secrets. 


Amazingly, I found myself to be a worthy pupil. It was as 
ifsomehow my guru had empowered me to be able to learn 
from his incredibly advanced teachings. Not only did I 
understand what he was saying, but I asked questions that 
pleased him, and showed that I was able to understand not 
only the explicit meanings but also the implicit secrets from 
Krsna’s instructions in the chariot. I was doing pretty well 
to keep up with the older man, and I began to feel a certain 
sense of satisfaction with my newly attained learning. 
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Immediately, midway through one Sentence 


particular surge of pride, Sankarsana suddenly 
in the forehead with one calloused finger. 


as | fet 
Stabbeg 


“There!” he growled, “right there! Kill 
You are a good boy, but you're not Arjuna. Jai Kisna, tf, 
nowhere near Arjuna. You're doing well, but you're ° 
getting even a tenth of what Arjuna was getting from Kis, 
not even a tenth of a tenth. But what you are getting (anj 
here he leaned close) is a good dose of Krsna, seen throug, 
the window of sattva. You'll feel this for a few more days, 


and then you'll begin to drift back towards your usual 
equilibrium. But enjoy it while it lasts.” 


your pride, felly 


Well, I did. For another two or three days, I reid 
voraciously. My godbrothers and godsisters left me alone 
and didn’t even trouble me with chores. People brought me 
food, and I ate sparingly, just enough to keep readirg. 
There weren’t enough books or lessons, I just devoured 
knowledge. But eventually the sattva began to lessen in me, 
and my reading slowed. Other things began to assert 
themselves, like my need for company, or food, or sleep('): 


A few days later, Sankarsana das called me back into the 
house, and lead me back to the kitchen. Again he pulled out 
his little tray of jars, and this time he applied the red pasté 
to my forehead. It smelled faintly like tiger balm, and it 
burned a little when he had applied it. Then we did my 
usual lesson, but this time I felt no Particular mental 
sensation. In fact, if anything, I felt restless and impatient, 
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me, my master excused me early and 


gent me on 

«xeon, I remember thinking, what a great place this is. 
a good people, such nice godbrothers and godsisters. I 
El really be doing more to help. They all take such 
god care of me, and so does Krsna. Oh, I love Krsna. Oh, 


love Krsna and Radha so much. What a candala I am, but 


yl show them — Tl be the best devotee ever. 


That week, I could hardly read at all. Where previously I 
had felt practically brahminical in my mental powers, now 
Ifeltlike a man on fire for Krsna and Radha. I was so fired 
up for Krsna that I could hardly sleep. And when I did 
sleep, wow! The dreams! I'd be transported to Vrindavan, 
and together with Krsna, I’d find myself sporting with the 
gopis in the forest. While Krsna was ardently embracing 
Radha, I found myself entwined with Revati (who sounded 
suspiciously like Priya devi dasi). Anyway, hot dreams 
lead to inflamed days, and I channeled my passion into 
sweeping for Krsna, cleaning, for Krsna, carrying wood for 
Krsna. I chanted 64 rounds a day, and would have chanted 
More if Sankarsana das hadn't forced me to continue 
lessons, which I’m ashamed to admit I had a hard time fo sit 
through. 
Eventually, maybe after a week or two, my head cooled, and 
I began to feel more “myself”. And so again, as you can 
‘ht me back to the 


probably guess, Sankarsana das broug] 
kitchen and brought out the three pastes. Soon my brow 
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was smeared with the bla 


ck tilaka, ang it fol 
t 
and soothing. Stra 


Ngely ty 


“Son, do you know why 


We Started with Sattyar” 
me curiously. 


he Bley 


Of course, I did not, and admitted as much. 


He pointed at the white jar. “Sattva comes first Tes the 


brahamcari’s color, Light! Intelligence. Learning. Saty, 


dispels ignorance, helps us to understand, So areal devotes 
begins with sattva, but it’s just the first step.” 


He pointed at the red jar. 


“Rajas is passion. The householder needs it, the ksatriya 
needs it too. Kama sutra, eh, Rajas is ambition and desire 
and energy. People who do things have rajas, do you see! | 
People who get things done, they are tajasic, Some people | 
have no rajas ~ no fire, no Passion. That’s sad. Krsna has 
No use for a person without rajas. To teally love Krsna, you 
NEED rajas. To understand how Krsna loves you? You 
really need rajas too.” 


Finally, the black jar. Here, he frowned as if concerned. 


“Now some people, some fake gurus, they tell you that 
tamas is ignorance. How stupid! It's Sanskrit for darkness: 
Now this isn’t the bad darkness of ignorance ~ it’s the true 
darkness, the darkness of Sri Rudra, or Sri Sankarsana. The 
Srimad Bagavatam says that Lord Ananta is the very 


al 
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tamas, $0 it can’t be ignorance — even to suggest 
t it is a terrible offence. No, darkness is 


ce of 
ar Joke abOe es 
por Py. Tris eternal, it is true abiding. To love Krsna 


to love Krsna with your mind. To love Krsna 
.< is to love him passionately. But to love Krsna 
is the most dangerous kind of love, because it’s 


tva is 


with tamas : 
iqnate 1OVE- Love that is deep, deep in your marrow. It’s 
jeeper than your mind, It’s stronger and colder than rajas. 
i's the love that exists when all your mind and emotions 


have dried up and blown away. Do you see?” 


Ofcourse I didn’t, and I knew not to lie. But he just laughed 
and affectionately slapped me on the shoulder. He told me 
itwas alright, and that in time I’d understand. 


ad outside, and I began to go. But 


when I was right at the front door to the house, my brain 
Tired, I said. Hadn’t slept 


suddenly began to feel heavy. : 
enough recently, so I ought to go lie down. So instead of 
heading to do my chores, I wentto find a quiet tree to stretch 
out underneath, and to rest my ey’ 


He gestured for me to he 


es for a few minutes. 


But I couldn't sleep. Even as I relaxed, a sananet 

Sensation began to creep over me. Keren, I asin a 

course, it’s Krsna. A chill began to seep into = a i 

m ‘ d began to slow down. I couldn't really think Z 
ier ; uld have worried that I was getting sick. 

pas wr a ne mired, like an elephant that has slipped 
ut my bra’ 


 einking further down into the dark. 
i d and is sinking 
into deep ™! 
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L was ina trance, or more accurately, I was almostin 

It’s not that I was unconscious, but the entire wor 
me became muted and grey. Sounds were off, ne 
were dulled. I felt like I was drifting deep underwate” 


fi 
the only sensation that I could latch onto was q ii i! 
terrifyingly real sense of Krsna’s presence. This wasn j 
“ 
bright, quick sensation of encountering Krsna in the Ve - 
| (0 


and it wasn’t the fever dreams of Krsna and Radha. Thi, 
was really terrifying. I experienced the complete loss oj 
sensation from my body, and even my ego was briefly 
sublimated. All I could think of was the sense of A 
immense force, an intellect, that was both cruel and loving 
and malevolent, which was surrounding me and inside me 
and crushing me to paste. Krsna, a voice whispered inside 
me, it’s all Krsna. Krsna, Krsna, Krsna. Krsna, I muttered 
dully, as if drugged, yes, of course, Krsna. Only Krsna. 


If you ask me how long I was there, swooning, I honestly 
don’t know. It might have been a few hours, but I think it 
was honestly a few days. When I finally came to, I was stil 
under the tree. Someone had put a blanket over me, andl 
felt incredibly stiff, as if I had slept on hard ground. Where 
previously my face was clean shaven, now I felt hard bristle 


along my jaw. Dear God, I thought, what is my master 
doing to me. 


Of course, this was something that Sankarsana put 
everyone through, not merely once, but repeatedly. And 
this was the reason largely for the chaos that was so 
characteristic of his home. Everyone who came into contact 
with him could not help but be changed, transformed, by 
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same spiritual pri 


There were 


certain chores that everyone had to do, and my godbrothe: 
a TS 


and godsisters helped me find my 
definite “pecking order”, make i 


i 'y Spiritual master protected 
me from any real harm, though I did get made to look like 
a fool once or twice. 


But what I mean to say is that unlike some other ashrams 
Id visited, you didn’t find everyone chanting or singing 
together as a group very often. In fact, the ashram didn’t 
have much sankirtan at all, it was very rare to see it. If Thad 
to describe the ashram, it could be characterized by acertain 
stillness, a certain dreamy quietude that muffled sound. 
You would hear the droning of insects in the forest nearby 
and the sounds of quiet voices, but there was a certain 
heaviness to the place. When Sankarsana das was present, 
t Was €specially potent. It was like the sun just refused to 
Shine there, except with a dull sullen glare on the brightest 
es Sankarsana das liked the quiet, and there was a 
“| “calm to the place that was not bad for meditation - 
*S you stayed awake. Such was the power of my 
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younger, I would dance the Rasa Lila, but what j 
excuse, I don’t know at all.” He frowned disapprovin bg | 
Bly. 


I didn’t understand, and so I asked him about the 
principles. Didn’t we need to follow a series of 
guidelines to help us love Krsna better? 


TeBulative 
Codes ang 


“Listen,” he said patiently, “have you read the Gita?” 

I affirmed that I had. 

“Good”, he said, “and Stimad Bagvatam?” 

Yes, I’d read that one too, several times. 

“Well then,” he paused, “do you see any regulation there? 
Is there anything about not looking or talking to girls, or 


staying at home and chanting all day?” 


No, I confessed, I’'d looked for those passages without 
finding them. 


Krsna, Krsna, Krsna, he mused, why did you send me this 
boy? He is such a demon, but I will help him. 


He turned back to me. 
“Lord Krsna says in the Gita: 


Even if one commits the most abominable actions, if he is 
engaged in devotional service, he is to be considered saintly 


3 af, 
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is properly situated. He quickly becomes righteous 
fasting peace. O son of Kunti, declare it boldly that 
My devotee never perishes (9:30-31). 


posse le 
aoa tiains ! 


He paused, then recited: 

How much greater then are the brahmanas, the righteous, the 

devotees and saintly kings who in this temporary miserable 

world engage in loving service unto Me. Engage your mind 

always in thinking of Me, offer obeisances and worship Me. 

Being completely absorbed in Me, surely you will come to Me 
(9:33-34). 


He swallowed, and I could see his eyes beginning to take on 
that strange, bloodshot look he would get during chanting. 


He continued: 


ome My devotee. Worship Me and 


offer your homage unto Me, Thus you will come to Me without 
fail. I promise you this beomuse you are My very dear friend. 

Abandon all varieties of religion and just surrender unto Me. I 

shall deliver you from all sinful reaction. Do not fear (18:65-66). 


Always think of Me and bec 


He smiled gently then. 
et knowledge of the Gita, the ultimate 
t even in the Vedas. LOVE Krsna. 


“So this is the ec 
secret. SO 


it’s no’ 


precious, 
means, 


any any means at all. If we are 
e love, limitless love, then there cannot be 
you really say to someone “T would do 


= f ‘or you", then you had better mean it.” 
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lasked why Caitanya had instituted so many rules that ‘i 
LOOKED like regulation. He frowned and shook a fee 
at me. ; 


“What kind of school did you skip, eh? Americans, no 
history except Pearl Harbor and the Nazis. Bah, no good at 
all. Look, when did Lord Caitanya appear?” 


Of course, I safely answered it was in the medieval period. 
My teacher smirked openly. 


“Oh, so you don’t know, of course. It’s not your fault, you 
just weren't taught well. I blame your teachers, ha. Lord 
Caitanya appeared in the 16 century. Do you know who 
controlled India during the 16" century?” 


Of course I did; the Hindus, obviously! 


He didn’t like that answer at all, and he threw his teacup at 
me. I dodged and it shattered against the wall. 


“Jai Krsna\” he cried, “it was the candala Muslims! Dog> 
and dog-fuckers all. They killed the brahmanas and 
smashed the temples, and they put out all the sacred fires 
The stopped the yajnas, and when the yajnas stopped, the 
devas all left, No more sacred rites, No more offerings. N? 
more ashmavedha, and with no ashmavedha, no mote 
kings. No more purushamedha, so no more cosmic order. 
Kali Yuga gets worse and worse. The sign of the Kali Yug? 
is the abandonment of the Kali Yajna, ha.” a 


| 
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dn’t know, and he growled but relaxed 


t, | a nat {di 


tle : 
: it’s not your fault, but it's what the 
sis forget. Lord Caitanya appeared to help 

i No more brahmana, no more 
and the candala Muslims were 
who fought back. This is known, it’s in all 
what does Krsna do? He comes to help 
| protect the dharma. He gives us the Hare Krsna yajna so 

| that we have SOME little yajna. He tells people that 
t | sannyasa is really gone, since it became impossible to really 
i! renounce the city. Look at sannyasas today — are they in the 
| forest, in caves? No, they're in the cities, driving cars or 
Maharaja. That is not sannyasa. Anyway, 
Dharma. He was giving 


til the Muslims left.” 


| my 

ry | pesca anny 
D 

J gnnyast, OF 

| ling anyone 

i | she books. So 


being driven like 
Caitanya was not improving the 
people a temporary form to use un 


He frowned. 


got back our temples. We 
and our murtis. We were 
back to the old 
fice, horse 
the devas 


“And they DID leave. Then we 
got back our fires and our knives 
able to do yajna again, and most Vaisnava gO : 
ways. They follow the Vedas. We have cow sactl 
acrifice. India b 


Sacrifice, man S$ 
vaisnava, they 


teturn, But some few 
get better. Maybe they 
be Muslim. 90 they © 


Krsna, but they worst reac 
look at them #04897 and they're all 


ntinue to chi 
d Vedas! W 
asuras an 
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just like the Muslims. They’re cheating who 
devotees.” ies. Tot 


This was pretty strong language to hear, 
was referring to other Vaisnava. I tried 
wouldn't listen. 


especially sincehe 
tO protest, but he 


“Son, look. Raganuga bhakti. What does it mean? Crazy 
love. Crazy, teenager love. Layla-i-Qays love. Romeo and 
Juliet love. Love with no rules. No limits. No safe words, 
no games. Really wild, crazy, dangerous love. Look at 
Krsna and Radha — she’s married, but he doesn’t care. She 
doesn’t care. They sneak into the woods, and he fucks her. 
Every chance she gets, she gets him alone and she takes off 
her clothes for him. Naughty girl, eh? Just like those 
American girls outside doing service. They want to take off 

their clothes for Krsna too, but they’re not ready for that yet, 

and so He is making them wait.” 


This kind of talk made me frankly uncomfortable. But he 
didn’t stop. He kept going. 


“Don’t blush, boy! This is raganuga bhakti. This is love 
Love of Krsna. So how do we show Krsna that we love 
Him? Any way we can. You see, with Krsna, there is no sin. 
No sin. You understand? Look, when a man loves a gitl, 4 
pretty girl, he wants to impress her. So what does he do? 
Crazy things! Anything to get her attention. That’s what 
Krsna wants from you. He wants you to go a little crazy for 
Him. Go get drunk for Krsna. Go steal something for 


PURUSHAMEDHA 
a that you will do anything, anything for : 


| ghow Krsn 


” 


hae 


va that petty crime didn’t seem like decent devotion 


it gupreme Being. But Sankarsana just smiled 

® winglt “Son, you say that now. But you don’t really 

rave limits, you know. You know why I took you in? 
| pecause YOU love Krsna. You don’t know it yet, but Krsna 
igvery deep in your heart. Tf not, you would nothave found 
| ne, But you are an asura. You're a demon, an evil spirit in 
| yman’s body. So for you, Krsna doesn’t want you to pick 
| qowers for Him. Krsna doesn’t just want you to chant and 
| sing, No, Krsna made you a demon, so you need to love 


him like a demon.” 


Very reasonably, I had no idea what that even meant, so I 


asked him to clarify. He looked away- 


“Oh, you'll know soon enough. Ican’t tell you, you need to 
e that’s the other part of raganuga 


be spontaneous. Becaus 

bhakti — no one can tell you how to do it, Your heart will 

know what kindof devotion Kersna wants. When you're out 

there in the world, you listen to your heart. Because Krsna 
you need to learn to 


made you what you are for a reason, so 
love Him in the W' at He built you to. Ican help you get 


ay th ; 
Started’ eats sho 0 listen, but only you can 


ou how t 
| hear the voice” 
pow me now to listen. Certain mantras helped. 
an important part. Prayers to my guru 


Andhe did 39" ‘6 
* asi ¥ 
Fasting Coe (ori Lalita Prasad) opened the doors to levels 


and his 8 
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of mercy that I could never have unlocked onm 
eventually, bhakti began to well up from tr Ang f 
water from a stone. Unbidden and unlooke like 
intuit and to know what Krsna wanted, It was not 4 ph 
process, but it was quicker than I would have gone Ph i 
followed the slower, drying path of regulation, Many haye y 
followed regulation for years, and died without ever tasting 
the sweetness of real, genuine love of Krsna. 


eart 
d for, Iheg, 


With Sankarsana das Thakur’s help, most importantly, | 
discovered what true holiness is. True holiness is not dryly 
following rules that run contrary to nature. It’s not denyi 
the flesh to please some sadistic god. Krsna is sadistic, but 
he’s not into denying you pleasure — He hurts you by giving 
you want what you really want, Eventually, you realize 
that the things you want are all empty and tasteless, unless 
you're enjoying them for His sake. True holiness, rather, is 
living each day with an intimate, loving connection to 
Krsna. I’ve woken up some mornings in the street, still hazy 
from sleeping on concrete and starving. That is the price of 
serving a crazy god ~ you go a little crazy, and you are 
Suided to do crazy things. I’ve broken my knuckles several 
times getting into drunken fights, where I pummeled 
someone who mocked Krsna. I defend Him as if I was 
defending my beloved. Because He is my beloved, and I'd 
knock out anyone’s teeth for insulting Him. Once someone 
said to me that Prabhupada is equal is Krsna, and that fraud 
ended up picking several of his teeth off the ground. I spent 
the night in jail. But it was worth it, and the sheer joy of 
Krsna’s pleasure is what keeps me going. 


YN 


